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PREFACE. 


iRBPRINTED FROM TBE FIRST EDITIOE') 


Mb. Carlyle expressed a desire in his will that of him 
no biography should be written I find the same reluc- 
tance in ins Journal No one, he said, was likely to 
understand a history, the secret of which was unknown 
to his closest friends He hoped that his wishes would 
be respected. 

Partly to take the place of a biography of himself, 
and partly for other reasons, he collected the letters ©f 
his wife — ^letters which covered the whole period of his 
life in London to the date of her death, when his own 
active work was fimshed He prepared them for pub- 
lication, adding notes and introductory explanations, as 
the last sacred duty which remained to him in the 
world He intended it as a monument to a character 
of extreme beauty , while it would tell the public as 
much about himself as it could reasonably expect to 
learn 

These letters he placed in my hands eleven years ago, 
with materials for an Introduction which he was him- 
self unable to complete He could do no more with it, 
he said He could not make up his mind to direct 
positively the pubhcation even of the letters themselves* 
He wished them to be published, but he left the decision 
to myself, and when I was reluctant to undertake the 
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sole responsibility, he said that, if I was m doiifit when 
the time came, I might consult his brother John and 
his friend Mr, Forster 

Had he rested here, my duty would have been clear 
The collection of letters, with the Memoir of Mrs Car- 
lyle which was to form part of the Inti eduction, would 
have been considered among us, and would have been 
either published or suppressed, as we might jointly 
determine Mr Carlyle’s remaining papers would have 
been sealed up after his death, and by me at least no 
use would have been made of them 
Two years later, however, soon after he had made his 
wiU, Carlyle discovered that, whether he wished it or 
not, a hfe, or perhaps various lives, of himself would 
certainly appear when he was gone When a man has 
zeroised a large influence on the minds of his contem- 
poraries, the world requires to know whether his own 
actions have corresponded with his teaching, and 
whether his moml and personal charactei entitles him 
to confidence. This is not idle curiosity , it is a legiti- 
mate demand In proportion to a man’s greatness is 
the scrutiny to which his conduct is submitted Byron, 
Bums, Scott, Shelley, Rousseau, Voltaire, G-oethe, Pope, 
Swift, are but mstances, to which a hundred others 
might be added, showing that the public will not be 
satisfied without siftmg the history of its men of genius 
to the last gram of fact which can be ascertained about 
them The pubhcityof their private lives has been, 
IS, and will -be, either the reward or the penalty of tlieir 
intellectual distmction Carlyle knew that he could 
not escape. Smee a ‘ Life ’ of him there would certainly 
be, he wished it to be as authentic as possible. Besides 
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the Memeir of Mrs Carlyle, he had written several 
others, mainly autobiographical, not distinctly to be 
punted, but with no fixed purpose that they should not 
be printed These, with his journals and the whole of 
his correspondence, he made over to me, with unfettered 
discretion to use in any way that I might think good. 

In the papers thus in my possession, Carlyle’s history, 
external and spiritual, lay out before me as in a map 
By recasting the entire material, by selecting chosen 
passages out of his own and his wife’s letters, by ex- 
hibiting the fair and beautiful side of the story only, 
it would have been easy, without suppressing a single 
material point, to draw a picture of a faultless character 
When the Devil’s advocate has said his worst against 
Carlyle, he leaves a figure still of unblemished integrity, 
purity, loftiness of purpose, and inflexible resolution 
to do right, as of a man living consciously under his 
Maker’s eye, and with his thoughts fixed on the account 
which he would have to render of his talents 

Of a person of whom malice must acknowledge so 
much as this, the piickly aspects might fairly be passed 
by in silence , and if I had studied my own comfort or 
the pleasure of my immediate readers, I should have 
produced a portrait as agreeable, and at least as faithful, 
as those of the favouied saints in the Cathohc calendar 
But it would have been a porti ait without individuality 
— ^an ideal, or m other woids, an ^ idol,’ to be worshipped 
one day and thrown away the next Least of all men 
could such idealising be ventured with Carlyle, to whom 
untruth of any kind was abominable If he was to be 
known at all, he chose to be known as he was, with his 
angularities, his sharp speeches, his special peculiarities. 
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mentonous or unmentonotis, precisely as they had 
actually been* He has himself laid down the con- 
ditions under which a biographer must do his work if 
he would do it honestly, without the fear of man before 
him , and m dealing with Carlyle’s own memory I have 
felt myself bound to conform to his own rule* He shall 
speak for himself. I extract a passage from his review 
of Lockhart’s * Life of Sir Walter Scott.’ ^ 

* One thing we hear greatly blamed m Mr Lock- 
hart, that he has been too communicative, indiscreet, 
and has recorded much that ought to have lain 
suppressed. Persons are mentioned, and circum- 
stances not always of an ornamental sort. It would 
appear that there is far less reticence than was looked 
for! Various persons, name and surname, have 
** received pain” IS’ay, the very hero of the bio- 
graphy IS rendered unheroic , unornamental facts 
of him, and of those he had to do with, being set 
forth in plain Enghsh hence “ peisonality,” indis- 
cretion,” or woise, sanctities of private life,” &c. 
How delicate, decent, is English biography, bless its 
mealy mouth ^ A Damocles’ sword of Mespectahhty 
hangs for ever over the poor Enghsh life-wnter (as 
it does over poor English life m geneial), and reduces 
him to the verge of paralysis Thus it has been 
said, There are no English lives woith reading, 
except those of players, who, by the nature of the 
case, have bidden respectability good day” The 
Enghsh biographer has long felt that if in writing 
his biography he wrote down anything that could by 
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possibility offend any man, he had vrntten. wrong 
The plam consequence was that, properly speaking, 
no biography whatever could be produced* The poor 
biographer, having the fear not of God before his 
eyes, was obliged to retire as it were mto vacuum, 
and write m the most melancholy straitened manner, 
with only vacuum for a result. Vain that he wrote, 
and that we kept reading volume on volume. There 
was no biography, but some vague ghost of a bio- 
graphy, white, stainless, without feature or substance , 
vaowum as we say, and wind and shadow . . . Oi 
all the praises copiously bestowed on Mr Lockhart’s 
work there is none in reality so creditable to him as 
this same censure which has also been pretty copious 
It IS a censure better than a good many praises He 
IS found guilty of having said this and that, calculated 
not to be entirely pleasant to this man and that , in 
other words, calculated to give him and the thing 
he worked in a living set of features, not to leave 
him vague in the white beatified ghost condition 
Several men, as we hear, cry out, See, there is some- 
thing written not entirely pleasant to me^” Good 
friend, it is pity, but who can help it? They that 
will crowd about bonfires may sometimes very fairly 
get their beards singed, it is the price they pay 
for such illumination, natural twilight is safe and 
free to all For our part we hope all manner of 
biographies that are wiitten m England will hence- 
forth be written so If it is fit that they be written 
otherwise, then it is still fitter that they be not 
written at all. To produce not things, but the 
ghosts of things, can never be the duty of man, . ♦ • 
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biograplier has tbis problem set before hims 
to delineate a likeness of the eaithly pilgumage of a 
man He will compute well what piofit is in it, and 
what dispiofit, under which latter head this of 
offending any of his fellow-creatures will surely not 
be forgotten Nay, this may so swell the disprofit 
side of his account, that many an enteipiise of 
biography otherwise promising shall require to be 
renounced But once taken up, the rule befoie all 
rules IS to do not to do the ghost of it In speak- 
ing of the man and men he has to do with, he will of 
course keep all his chanties about him, but all his 
eyes open Far be it from him to set down aught 
untrue, nay, not to abstain from, and leave in 
oblivion, much that is true But having found a 
thing or things essential for his subject, and well 
computed the for and against, he will in very deed 
set down such thing or things, nothing doubting, 
hamng, we may say, the fear of Grod before his eyes, 
and no other fear whatever Censuie the biogiaphei’s 
prudence, dissent fiom the computation he made, 
or agree with it, be all malice of his, be all falsehood, 
nay be all offensive avoidable inaccuiacy condemned 
and consumed, but know that by this plan only, 
executed as was possible, could the biographci hope 
to make a biography, and blame him not that he 
did what it had been the worst fault not to do» 
* * The other censure of Scott being made un- 

heroic springs from the same stem, and is peihaps 
a still more wonderful flower of it Your true hero 
must have no features, but be a white, stainless, 
impersonal ghost hero ^ But connected with this. 
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there is an hypothesis now current that Mr Lockhart 
at heart has a dislike to Scott, and has done his best 
in an underhand treacherous manner to dis-heio him ^ 
Such hypothesis is actually current He that has 
ears may hear it now and then — on which astound- 
ing hypothesis if a word must be said, it can only be 
an apology for silence If Mr Lockhart is fairly 
chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his 
insight entirely fails him, it seems even to be in this, 
that Scott is altogether lovely to him, that Scott’s 
greatness spreads out before him on all hands beyond 
reach of eye, that his very faults become beautiful, 
and that of his worth there is no measure ’ 

I will make no comment on this passage further than 
to say that I have considered the principles here laid 
down by Carlyle to be strictly obligatory upon myself 
in dealing with his own remains The fiee judgments 
which he passed on men and things were part of him- 
self, and I have not felt myself at liberty to suppress 
them Eemarks which could injure any man — and 
very few such ever fell from Carlyle’s lips — I omit, 
except where indispensable Eemarks which are merely 
legitimate expressions of oiDinion I leave for the most 
part as they stand As an illustration of his own wishes 
on this subject, I may mention that I consulted him 
about a passage in one of Mrs Carlyle’s letters describ- 
ing an eminent hving person Her judgment was moie 
just than flattering, and I doubted the prudence of 
printing it Carlyle merely said, ^ It will do him no 
harm to know what a sensible woman thought of him ’ 
As to the biography generally, I found that I could 
not myself wiite a formal Life of Carlyle within measur- 
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able compass mthont taking to pieces his own Memoirs 
and the collection of Mrs Carlyle’s letters , and this I 
conld not think it right to attempt Mr Foister and 
John Carlyle having both died, the responsibility was 
left entirely to myself A few weeks before Mr Carlyle’s 
death, he asked me what I meant to do I told Iiityi 
that I proposed to publish the Memoirs as soon as he 
was gone — ^those which form the two volumes of the 
‘ Bemimscences J Afterwards I said that I would 
publish the letters about which I knew him to be most 
anxious He gave his foil assent, merely adding that 
he trusted everything to me The Memoirs, he thought, 
had better appear immediately on his departure He 
expected that people would then be talking about Jiim, 
and that it would be well for them to have something 
authentic to guide them. 

These points being determined, the remainder of my 
task became simplified Mrs Carlyle’s letters are a 
better history of the London life of heiself and her 
husband than could be written either by me or by anyone 
The connecting narrative is Carlyle’s own, and to meddle 
with his work would be to spoil it It was thus left to 
me to supply an account of his eaily life in Scotland, 
the greater part of which I had written while he was 
alive, and which is contained in the present volumes 
The publication of the letters will follow at no distant 
period Afterwards, if I live to do it, I shall add a 
brief account of his last years, when I was in constant 
intercourse with him 

It may be said that I shall have thus produced no 
* Life,’ but only the materials for a * Life ’ That is true. 
But 1 believe that I shall have given, notwithstanding, 
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a real picture as far as it goes , and an adequate estim- 
ate of Carlyle’s work in this world is not at present 
possible He was a teacher and a prophet in the Jewish 
sense of the word The prophecies of Isaiah and 
Jeremiah have become a part of the permanent spiritual 
inheritance of mankind, because events proved that 
they had interpreted correctly the signs of their own 
times, and their prophecies were fulfilled Carlyle, like 
them, believed that he had a special message to deliver 
to the present age Whether he was correct in that 
belief, and whether his message was a true message, 
remains to be seen He has told us that our most 
cherished ideas of political liberty, with their kindred 
corollaries, are mere illusions, and that the progress 
which has seemed to go along with them is a pi ogress 
towards anarchy and social dissolution If he was 
wrong, he has misused his powers The principles of 
his teaching are false He has offered himself as a guide 
upon a road of which he had no knowledge , and his own 
desire for himself would be the speediest oblivion both 
of his person and his works If, on the other hand, he 
has been right , if, like his great predecessors, he has 
read truly the tendencies of this modern age of ours, 
and his teaching is authenticated by facts, then Carlyle, 
too, will take his place among the inspired seeis, and 
he will shine on, another fixed star in the intellectual 
sky 

Time only can show how this will be • 

afitpai imXoivot fiaprupes crotpuraroi 
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CHAPTEE 1. 

The eiver Annan, rising above Moffat in Hartfell, 
descends from the mountains through a valley gradually 
widening and spreading out, as the fells are left 
behind, into the nch and well-cultivated district known 
as Annandale Picturesque and broken m the upper 
part of its course, the stream, when it i caches the 
level country, steals slowly among meadows and 
undulating wooded hills, till at the end of forty miles 
it falls mto the Solway at Annan town Annandale, 
famous always for its pasturage, suffered especially 
before the union of the kingdoms from border forays, 
the effects of which were long to be traced in a certain 
wildness of disposition in the mhabitants Dumfries- 
shue, to which it belongs, was sternly Cameronian 
Stories of the persecutions survived in the farmhouses 
as their most treasured historical traditions^ Cameio- 
man "^congregations lingered till the begmnmg of the 
present century, when they merged in other bodies of 
seceders from the established rehgion 
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In its hard fight for spiritual freedom Scotch Pro- 
testantism lost respect for kings and nobles, and looked 
to Christ rather than to earthly rulers, but before 
the Eeformation all Scotland was clannish or feudal , 
and the Dumfnesshire yeomanry, like the rest, were 
organised under gieat nobles, whose pennon they 
followed, whose name they bore, and the remotest 
kindred with whom, even to a tenth generation, they 
were proud to claim Among the families of the 
western border the Carlyles were not the least dis- 
tinguished They were originally English, and were 
called probably after Carlisle town They came to 
Annandale with the Bruces in the time of David the 
Second A Sir John Carlyle was cieated Lord Carlyle 
of Torthorwald m reward for a beating which he had 
given the English at Annan Michael, the fourth lord, 
signed the Association Bond among the Protestant 
lords when Queen Mary was sent to Lochleven, being 
the only one among them, it was observed, who could 
not write his name Their work was rough They 
were rough men themselves, and with the change of 
times their impoitance declined The title lapsed, the 
estates were dissipated in lawsuits, and by the middle 
of the last century nothing remained of the Cailyles 
but one or two households in the neighbouihood of 
Burnswark who had inherited the name either through 
the adoption by their forefathers of the name of their 
leader, or by some descent of blood which had trickled 
down through younger sons ^ 

*Wh,en Carlyle became famotis, a Dumfries antiquarj traced bis 
ancestry with apparent success through ten generations to the first Lord 
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In one of ttese families, m a house which his father, 
who was a mason, had built with his own hands, 
Thomas Carlyle was horn on December 4, 1795 
Ecclefechan, where his father lived, is a small market 
town on the east side of Annandale, six miles inland 
from the Solway, and about sixteen on the great 
north road from Carlisle^ It consists of a single 
street, down one side of which, at that time, ran an 
open brook The aspect, like that of most Scotch 
towns, is cold, but clean and orderly, with an air of 
thrifty comfort The houses are plain, that m which 
the Carlyles lived alone having pretensions to origin- 
ality In appearance one, it is really double, a 
central arch dividing it. James Carlyle, Thomas 
Carlyle’s father, occupied one part His brother, 
who was his partner in his trade, lived in the other 

Of their ancestors they knew nothing beyond the 
second generation Tradition said that they had been 
long settled as farmers at Burrens, the Eoman station 
at Middlebie (two miles from Ecclefechan) One of 
them, it was said, had been unjustly hanged on pre- 
text of border cattle-stealing The case was so cruel 
that the farm had been given as some compensation to 
the widow, and the family had continued to possess it 
till their title was questioned, and they were turned 

Torthorwald There was much laughter about it m the house in 
Cheyne Eow, but Carlyle was incbned to think on the whole that the 
descent was real 

' The usually received etymology of Ecclefechan is that it is the same 
as Kirkfeehan, Church of St Fechanus, an Irish saint supposed to have 
come to Annandale in the seventh century, but Fechan is a not unusual 
termination in Welsh, and means * small* as in Llanfairfechan 

1—2 
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out, by the Duke of Queeusbeiry Whethei this story 
■was true or not, it is certain that James Carlyle^s 
grandmother lived at Middlebie in extieme poverty, 
and that she died in the early pai*t of the last centuiy, 
leaving two sons Thomas, the elder, ^vas a carpentei, 
worked foi some time at Lancaster, came home aftei- 
wards, and saw the Highlandeis pass through Eccle- 
fechan m 1745 on then way to England Leaving his 
trade, he settled at a small farm called Brownknowe, 
near Bumswark Hill, and, marrying a certain Maiy 
Grillespie, produced four sons and two daughters Of 
these sons James Carlyle was the second The house- 
hold hfe was in a high degiee disoiderly Old Thomas 
Carlyle was formed after the bordei type, more given 
to fighting and wild adventure than to patient in- 
dustry ^He did not drink, ^ his grandson says, 'but 
he was a fieiy man, irascible, indomitable, of the 
toughness and springiness of steel An old inaiket 
brawl, called Ecclefechan dog-fight, in which he was 
a piincipal, survives in tiadition to this day’^ He 
was proud, poor, and discontented, leaving his family 
for the most part to shift for themselves They were 
often without food or fuel ; his sons were dressed in 
breeks made mostly of leather 

They had to sciamble (Carlyle says sciaffie) for their very 
clothes and food They knit, they thatched for hue, they 
hunted My father tried all these things almost in boyhood 
Every dale and bumgate and cleugh of that district he had 
uiaversed seekmg hares and the hke He used to talk of 
these pilgrimages Once I lemember his gun-flint was tied 

^ This, it should be said, was written sixty years ago 
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on with, a hatband He was a real hunter like a wild Indian 
from necessity The hare’s flesh was food Hareskins at 
sixpence each would accumulate into the purchase money of 
a coat HiS hunting yeaiswere not useless to him Miseiy 
was early training the lugged boy into a stoic, that one day 
he might be the assuiance of a Scottish man 

* Travelling tinkers/ * Highland drovers/ and such 
like were occasional guests at Brownknowe ^ Sandy 
Macleod, a pensioned soldier who had served under 
Wolfe, lived in an adjoining cottage, and had stories 
to tell of his adventures ’ Old Thomas Carlyle, not- 
withstanding his rough, careless ways, was not without 
cultivation He studied ^ Anson’s Voyages,’ and in his 
old age, strange to say, when his sons were giowing 
into young men, he would sit with a neighbour over 
the fire, reading, much to their scandal, the ^ Arabian 
Nights ’ They had become, James Carlyle especiallyj 
and his brother through him, serious lads, and they 
were shocked to see two old men occupied on the edge 
of the giave with such idle vanities 

Eeligion had been intioduced into the house thiough 
another singular figure, John Orr, the schoolmaster of 
Hoddam, who was also by trade a shoemaker School- 
mastering m those days fell to persons of clever in egular 
habits, who took to it from taste paitly, and also because 
other forms of business did not answer with them Orr 
was a man of strong pious tendencies, but was given to 
dnnk He would disappear for weeks into pothouses, and 
then come back to his friends shattered and remorseful 
He, too, was a friend and visitor at Brownknowe, 
teaching the boys by day, sleeping m the room with them 
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at niglit, and discussing arithmetical problems with 
their father From him James Carlyle gained such 
knowledge as he had, part of it a knowledge of the Bible, 
which became the guiding pnnciple of his life The 
effect was soon visible on a remarkable occasion While 
he was still a boy, he and three of his companions had 
met to play cards There was some disagreement 
among them, when James Carlyle said that they were 
fools and worse for quarrelling over a probably sinful 
amusement They threw the cards into the fire, and 
perhaps no one of the four, certainly not James Carlyle, 
ever touched a card again Hitherto he and his brother 
had gleaned a subsistence on the skirts of settled life* 
They were now to find an entrance into regular occupa- 
tion James Carlyle was bom in 1757 In 1773, when 
he was sixteen, a certain Wilham Brown, a mason from 
Peebles, came into Annandale, became acquainted with 
the Carlyles, and married Thomas Carlyle’s eldest 
daughter Fanny He took her brothers as apprentices, 
and they became known before long as the most skilful 
and diligent workmen in the neighbourhood. James, 
though not the eldest, had the strongest character, and 
guided the rest ‘ They were noted for their brotherly 
affection and coherence’ They all prospered They 
were noted also for their hard sayings, and it must be 
said also, in their early manhood, for ^ hard stiikings ’ 
They were warmly liked by those near them; ^by 
those at a distance they were viewed as something 
dangerous .to meddle with, something not to be 
meddled with ’ 

James Carlyle never spoke with pleasure of his young 
days, regarding them ^ as days of folly, perhaps sinful 
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days I* but it was well known that he was strictly 
tempeiate, pure, abstemious, prudent, and industrious 
Feared he was fiom his promptness of hand, but never 
aggressive, and using his strength only to put down 
rudeness and violence * On one occasion,’ says Carlyle, 
®a huge peasant was rudely insulting and defying the 
party my father belonged to The other quailed, and 
he bore it till he could bear it no longer, but clutched 
his rough adversary by the two flanks, swung him with 
ireful force round in the air, hitting his feet against 
some open door, and hurled him to a distance, supine, 
lamed, vanquished, and utterly humbled He would 
say of such things, " I am wae to think of it” — wae 
from repentance Happy he who has nothing worse to 
repent of ^ ’ 

The apprenticeship over, the brothers began work 
on their own account, and with marked success , James 
Cailyle taking the lead He built, as has been already 
said, a house for himself which still stands in the street 
of Ecclefechan His brotheis occupied one part of it, he 
himself the other , and his father, the old Thomas, life 
now wearing out, came in from Biownknowe to live 
with them James, peihaps the others, but James 
decisively, became an avowedly religious man He had 
a maternal uncle, one Eobert Biand, whose advice and 
example influenced him in this matter Brand was a 
* vigorous religionist,’ of strict Presbyterian type From 
him James Carlyle received a definite faith, and made 
his profession as a ‘Burgher,’ a seceding sect which 
had separated from the Establishment as msufficiently 
m earnest for them They had their humble meet- 
ing-house, ‘ thatched with heath , ’ and for minister a 
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certain Jolin Johnstone, from whom Carlyle himself 
learned afteiwards his first Latin , ^ the piiestliest man/ 
he says, *I ever under any ecclesiastical guise was 
privileged to look upon ’ 

This peasant union, this httle heatli-thatchcd house, this 
simple evangehst, together constituted pioptrly the ‘ church ’ 
ot that distiict , they were the blessmg and the saving of 
many , on me too their pious heaven-sent influences still rest 
and hve There was m those days a ‘ teacher of the people ’ 
He sleeps not far from my father who built his monument 
in the Ecclefechan churchyard, the Teacher and the Taught, 
Blessed, I again say, are the dead that die m the Lord 

In 1791, having then a house of his own, James 
Cailyle married a distant cousin of the same name, 
Janet Carlyle They had one son, John, and then she 
died of fever Her long fair hair, wdiich had been cut 
off m her illness, remained as a memoiial of her m a 
drawer, into which the children afterwards looked with 
wondei mg awe Two years after the husband married 
again Margaret Aitken, 'a woman,’ says Carlyle, ^ of to 
me the faiiest descent, that of the pious, the just, and 
the wise ’ Her character will unfold itself as the stoiy 
goes on Thomas Cailyle was her first child, bom 
December 4, 1795 , she lived to see him at the height 
of his fame, known and honoured wherever the English 
language was spoken To her care ^ for body and soul ’ 
he never ceased to say that ^ he owed endless gratitude ’ 
After Thomas came eight others, three sons and five 
danghteis, one of whom, so called after the first 

wife, died when she was a few months old 
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The family was prosperous, as Ecclefechan working 
life understood piospeiity. In one year, his best, James 
Carlyle made in his business as much as lOOZ At 
worst he earned an artisan’s substantial wages, and was 
thiifty and prudent The children, as they passed out 
of infancy, ran about barefoot, but were othei wise cleanly 
clothed, and fed on oatmeal, milk, and potatoes Our 
Cailyle learned to read from his mother too eaily for 
distinct remembiance, when he was five his father 
taught him arithmetic, and sent him with the other 
village boys to school Like the Carlyles generally he 
had a violent temper John, the son of the first 
marriage, lived usually with his grandfather, but came 
occasionally to visit his parents Carlyle’s earliest 
recollection is of throwing his little brown stool at his 
brother in a mad passion of rage, when he was scarcely 
more than two years old, breaking a leg of it, and 
^feeling for the fiist time the umted pangs of loss and 
remorse’ The next impression which most affected 
him was the small round heap under the sheet upon a 
bed where his little sister lay dead Death, too, he 
made acquaintance with m another memorable form 
His father’s eldest brother John died ^ The day befoie 
his funeial, an ill-behaving servant wench lifted the 
coveilid from off his pale ghastly befilleted head to 
show it to some crony of hers, unheeding of the child 
who was alone with them, and to whom the sight gave 
a new pang of horror ’ The grandfather followed next, 
closing finally his Anson and his ^Arabian Nights’ 
He had a brother whose adventures had been remark- 
able Francis Carlyle, so he was called, had been 
apprenticed to a shoemaker He, too, when his time 
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was out, had gone to England, to Bristol among other 
places, where he fell into drink and gambling. He lost 
all his money, one morning after an orgie he flung 
himself desperately out of bed and broke his leg 
When he recovered he enlisted in a brig of war, distin- 
guished himself by special gallantly m suppoiting his 
captain in a mutiny, and was rewarded with the com- 
mand of a Solway revenue cutter After many years of 
rough creditable seivice he letired on half-pay to his 
native village of Middlebie There had been some 
family quarrel, and the brothers, though living close to 
one another, had held no intercourse They were both 
of them above eighty yeais of age The old Thomas 
being on his death-bed, the sea captain’s heart relented 
He was a gnm, broad, fierce-looking man , ^piototype 
of Smollett’s Trunnion ’ Being too unwieldy to walk, 
he was brought into Ecclefechan in a cart, and earned 
m a chair up the steep stairs to his dying bother’s 
loom There he remained some twenty minutes, and 
came down again with a face which printed itself in 
the little Carlyle’s memory They saw him no more, 
and after a teef interval the old generation had 
disappeared 

Amidst such scenes our Carlyle struggled through 
his early boyhood 

It was not a joyful life (he says) , what life is ? yet a safe 
and quiet one, above most others, or any other I have wit- 
nessed, a wholesome one We were taciturn rather than 
talkative, but if httle was said that httle had generally a 
meaning 

More remarkable man than my father I have never met in 
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my jonmey through life , sterling sincerity in thought, 
word, and deed, moat quiet, but capable of blazing into 
whirlwinds when needful, and such a flash of just insight 
and biM natural eloquence and emphasis, true to every 
feature of it as I have never known in any other Humoui 
of a most grim Scandinavian type he occasionally had , wit 
rarely or never — ^too serious for wit — ^my excellent mother 
with peihaps the deepei piety in most senses had also the 
most sport TSo man of my day, or hardly any man, can 
have had better parents 

The Sunday services in Mr Johnstone’s meeting- 
house were the events of the week The congiegation 
were ^Dissenters’ of a marked type, some of them 
coming from as far as Carlisle, another party, and 
among these at times a little eager boy, known after- 
wards as Edward Irving, appearing regularly from 
Annan, ^ their streaming plaids m wet weather hanging 
up to diip ’ 

A man (Oarlyle wrote in 1866) who awoJre to the behef 
that he actually had a soul to be saved or lost was apt 
to be found among the Dissenting people and to have 
given up attendance at Kirk All dissent in Scotland is 
merely stricter adherence to the National Kirk m all points 
Veiy venerable are those old Secedei clergy to me now when 
I look back Most figures of them m my time were hoary 
old men , men so like evangelists m modem vesture and 
^poor scholars and gentlemen of Christ’ I have nowheie 
met with among Protestant or Papal cleigy m any countiy 
m the world That poor temple of my childhood is moie 
sacred to me than the biggest cathedral then extant could 
have been , rude, rustic, bare, no temple in the world was 
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more so, lout there were sacred lambencies, tongues of 
authentic flame which kindled what was best m one, what 
has not yet gone out Strangely vivid arc some t\\elve or 
twenty of those old faces whom I used to see every Sunday, 
whose names, employments oi pxecibc dwelling places 1 
nevei knew, but whose portiaits aie yet clear to me as m a 
mirror 

Their heavy-laden, patient, ever attentive faces, fallen 
sohtary most of them, childien all away, wife away for ever, 
or, it might be, wife still there and constant like a shadow 
and giown very like the old man, the thiifty cleanly poverty 
of these good people, their well saved coarse old clothes, 
tailed waistcoats down to naid-thigh — all this I occasionally 
see as with eyes sixty or sixty-five years off, and hear the 
very voice of my mother upon it, whom sometimes I would 
be questioning about these persons of the diama and 
endeavouring to describe and identify them 

Of one of these woishippeis m the Ecclefechan 
meeting-house, Hall, straight, veiy dean always, brown 
as mahogany, with a beaid white as snow,’ Carlyle tells 
the following anecdote — 

Old David Hope [that was his name] lived on a httle faim 
close by Solway shore, a mile or two east of Annan — a wet 
country with late harvests which are sometimes incredibly 
difficult to save — ^ten days continuously pouring, then a day, 
perhaps two days, of diought, part of them, it may he, of 
loaiing wind , durmg which the moments are golden for 
yon, and peihaps you had better woik all night as presently 
there will be deluges agam David’s stuff, one such moimng, 
was all standing dry, ready to be saved still if he stood to 
it, which was much his intention Breakfast, wholesome 
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hasty pomage^ was soon over, and next in course came family 
woiship, what they call taking the book, le taking youi 
Bibles, psalm and chapter always pait of the service David 
was putting on his spectacles when somebody rushed in 
*Such a raging wind iisen will drive the stooks (shocks) 
into the sea if let alone ’ ‘ Wind ^ ’ answered David 
^Wmd canna get ae stiaw that has been appomted mine 
Sit down and let us worship God.’ 
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CHAPTER II. 

A D 1805 MT 10. 

Eduoahon is a passion in Scotland. It is the pride 
of every honourable peasant, if he has a son of any 
promise, to give him a chance of rising as a scholar. 
As a child Carlyle could not have failed to show that 
there was something unusual in him The school- 
mastei m Ecclefechan gave a good account of his 
progress in ‘figures* The minister reported favour- 
ably of his Latin ‘ I do not grudge thee thy schooling, 
Tom,’ his father said to him one day, ‘now that thy 
uncle Frank owns thee a better arithmetician than 
himself ’ It was decided that he should go to Annan 
Griammar School, and thence, if he prospered, to the 
University, with final outlook to the ministry 

He was a shy thoughtful boy, shrinking generally 
from rough companions, but with the hot temper of 
his race. His mother, naturally anxious for him, and 
fearing perhaps the family tendency, extracted a 
promise before parting with him that he ’^ould never 
return, a blow, and, as might be expected, his first 
experiences of school were extremely miserable. Boys 
of genius are never well received by the common 
flock, and escape persecution only when they are able 
to defend themselves 

‘ Sartor Re^artus is generally mythic, but parts 
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are historical, and among them the account of the 
first launch of Teufelsdrockh into the Hmterschlag 
Gymnasium Hmterschlag (smite behind) is Annan 
Thither, leaving home and his mother’s side, Carlyle 
was taken by his father, being then in his tenth year, 
and ^ fluttering with boundless hopes,’ at Whitsuntide, 
1805, to the school which was to be his first step into 
a higher life 

Well do I remember (says TenfeMrocth) the red sunny 
Whitsuntide moimng when, trottmg full of hope by the side 
of Father Andreas, I entered the mam street of the place 
and saw its steeple clock (then stiibng eight) and Schuld- 
thurm (jail) and the aproned or disaproned Burghers movmg 
m to breakfast , a httle dog, m mad terror, was rushing past, 
fox some human imps had tied a tm kettle to its tail, fib 
emblem of much that awaited myself m that mischievous 
den Alas I the kmd beech lows of Entepfuhl (Eoclefeohan) 
were hidden in the distance I was among strangers harshly, 
at best mdiffeiently, disposed to me , the young heart felt 
for the first time quite orphaned and alone . My school- 
fellows were boys, mostly rude boys, and obeyed the impulse 
of rude nature which bids the deei-herd fall upon any stricken 
hart, the duck-flock put to death any broken-wmged brothei 
01 sister, and on all hands the strong tyrannise over the 
weak 


Carlyle retained to the end of his days a painful and 
indeed resentful recollection of these school experiences 
of his ^This,’ he said of the passage just quoted 
from** Sartor,’ * is true, and not half the truth ’ 

He had obeyed his mother’s injunctions He had 
courage in plenty to resent ill usage, but his promise 
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was sacred He was passionate, and often, probably, 
violent, but figbt he would not, and every one who 
knows English and Scotch life will understand what 
his fate must have been One consequence was a 
near escape fiom drowning The boys had all gone 
to bathe, the lonely child had stolen apart fiom the 
rest, where he could escape from being toimented He 
found himself m a deep pool which had been dug out 
for a dock and had been filled with the tide The 
mere accident of someone passing at the time saved 
him At length he could bear his condition no longer , 
he turned on the biggest bully in the school and fuiiouslj 
kicked him ; a battle followed in which he was beaten , 
but he left maiks of his fists upon his adversaiy, which 
were not forgotten. He taught his companions to fear 
him, if only like Erasidas’s mouse He was peisecuted 
no longer, but he earned away bittei and angiy 
recollections of what he had borne, which were never 
entirely obliterated 

The teaching which Carlyle received at Annan, he 
says, ^was limited, and of its kind only moderately 
good Latin and French I did get to read with 
fluency Latin quantity was left a frightful chaos, 
and I had to learn it afterwards, some geometry 
Algebra, arithmetic tolerably well Vague outlines of 
geography I learnt, all the books I could get were 
also devoured Greek consisted of the alphabet 
merely ’ 

Elsewhere m a note I find the following account of 
his fiist teaching and school experience — 

My mother (wiites Carlyle, in a senes of brief notes upon 
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hi& early Iffe) liad taught me reading I never remember 
when Tom Donaldson’s school at Ecclefechan — ^aseveiely- 
conect kind of man Tom from Edinbmgh— went after- 
wards to Manchester , I never saw his face again, though I 
stdl remember it well as always meriy and kind to me, 
though to the undeserving severe The school then stood 
at Hoddam Knk Sandie Beattie, subsequently a Burgher 
mimster at Q-lasgow, I well remember examining me He 
reported me complete in Enghsh, age then about seven 
that I must go to Latin or waste my time Latm accoidmgly, 
with what enthusiasm ! But the schoolmaster did not him- 
self know Latm I gradually got altogether swamped and 
bewildered under him Reverend Mr Johnstone, of Eccle- 
fechan, or rather first his son, home from college, and ah eady 
teaching a nephew or a cousm, had to take me m hand, and 
once pulled afloat I made rapid and sure way 

In my tenth year I was sent to the grammar school at 
Annan May 26 , a bright sunny moinmg — ^Whit-Monday — 
which I still vividly remember, I trottmg at my father’s side 
in the way alluded to in ‘ Sartor ’ It was a bright morning, 
and to me full of moment — of fluttering, boundless hopes, 
saddened by partmg with mother, with home, and which 
afterwards were cruelly disappointed 

* Sartor ’ is not to be trusted in details G-reek consisted 
of the Alphabet mainly Hebrew is a German entity ^ No- 
body m that region except old Mr Johnstone could have 
read a sentence of it to save his life I did get to read Latin 
and French with fluency — Latm quantity was left a frightful 
chaos, and I had to learn it afterwards Some geometry, 
algebra, arithmetic thoroughly weU, vague outhnes of geo- 
graphy, I did learn , all the books I could get were also 
devoured Mythically true is what ‘Sartor’ says of my 

^ Alluding to a Grerman biography in which Carlyle was said to have 
learnt Hebrew 


VOL X 


2 



i8 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

schoolfellows, and not half the truth Unspeakable is the 
damage and dehlement I got out of those coaise unguided 
tyrannous cubs, especially till I re\oltcd against them and 
gave stioke for stioke, as my pious mother, in hei great love 
of peace and of my best mtciests, spiritually chiefly, had 
impiudently foibidden me to do One way and anothti I 
had never been so wretched as heie in that school, and the 
fiist two yeais of my time in it still count among the miser- 
able of my life Academia ^ High School Instiuctors of 
Youth I Oh, ye unspeakable 1 

Of holidays we hear nothing, though hohdays theie 
must have been at Christmas and Midsummer, httle 
also of school friendships or amusements For the last, 
m such shape as could have been found in boys of his 
class in Annan, Cailyle could have had little interest 
He speaks warmly of his mathematical teacher, a 
certain Mi Morley, from Cumbeiland, ^ whom he loved 
much, and who taught him well ’ He had formed a 
comradeship with one or two boys of his own age, who 
were not entirely uncongenial to him , but only one 
incident is preserved which was of real moment In 
his third school year Carlyle first consciously saw Edwaid 
Irving living’s family lived in Annan He had him- 
self been at the school, and had gone thence to the 
University of Edinbui gh He had distinguished himself 
there, gained prizes, and was otheiwise honourably 
spoken of Annan, both town and school, was proud of 
the* brilliant lad that they had produced , and Irving 
one day looked m upon the class room, the masters out 
of compliment attending him ^ He was scrupulously 
dressed, black coat, tight pantaloons, in the fashion of 
the day, and looked veiy neat, self-possessed, and 
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amiable; a flourisbing slip of a youtb witb coal-black 
hair, swarthy cleai complexion, very straight on his feet, 
and, except for the glaring squint, decidedly handsome ’ 
The boys listened eagerly as he talked m a free airy 
way about Edinburgh and its professors A University 
man who has made a name for himself is infinitely 
admirable to younger ones, he is not too far above 
them to be comprehensible They know what he has 
done, and they hope distantly that they too one day 
may do the like Of course Irving did not distinguish 
Carlyle He walked through the rooms and disappeared 

The Hinterschlag Grymnasium was over soon after, 
and Carlyle’s future career was now to be decided on 
The Ecclefechan family life was not favourable to dis- 
plays of precocious genius Vanity was the last quality 
that such a man as James Cailyle would encourage, and 
there was a severity m his manner which effectively 
repressed any disposition to it 

We had all to complain (Carlyle says) that we dared not 
freely love our fathei His heart seemed as if walled m 
My mothei has owned to me that she could never undeistand 
him, and that hei affection and admiration of him were 
obstiucted It seemed as if an atmosphere of fear lepelled 
us fiom him, me especially My heait and tongue played 
freely with my mothei He had an an of deepest gravity 
and even sternness He had the most entire and open con- 
tempt for idle tattle — ^what he called clatter Any talk that 
had meaning m it he could hsten to , what had no meamng 
m it, above all what seemed false, he absolutely could not 
and would not hear, but abruptly turned from it Long 
may we remembei his * I don’t beheve thee , ’ his tongue- 
paralysmg cold mdifferent ‘ Hah ’ 
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Besides fear, Carlyle, as lie grew older, began to ex- 
perience a certain awe of bis fatbei as of a person of 
altogether superioi qualities. 

None of us (he writes) will ever forget that bold glowing 
style of his, flowing fiee from the untutoied soul, full of 
metaphor, though he knew not what metaphor was, with all 
manner of potent words which he appropiiated and applied 
with surpiibmg accuracy — ^biief, eneigetic, com eying the 
most peifect picture, definite, clear, not in ambitious colouis, 
but ui full white sunhght Emphatic I have heard him 
beyond all men In anger he had no need of oaths , his 
woids weie hke sharp arrows that smote into the veiy heait 

Such a father may easily have been alarming, and 
slow to gain his children’s confidence He had silently 
observed his little Tom, however The reports from 
the Annan masters weie all favourable, and when the 
question rose what was to be done with him, he inclined 
to venture the Univeisity The wise men of Ecclefechan 
shook then heads ^ Educate a boy,’ said one of them, 
‘and he glows up to despise his ignoiant parents’ 
Others said it was a risk, it was waste of money, theie 
was a large family to be provided for, too much must 
not be spent upon one, &c James Cailyle had seen 
something in his boy’s character which showed him 
that the risk, if risk there was, must be encountered , 
anji to Edinburgh it was decided that Tom should go 
and be made a scholar of. 

To English ears university hfe suggests splendid 
buildings, luxurious rooms, rich endowments as the 
reward of successful industry , as students, young men 
between mneteen and twenty-three with handsome 
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allowances, spending each of them on an average double 
the largest income which James Carlyle had earned in 
any year of his life Universities north of the Tweed 
had in those days no money prizes to offer, no fellow- 
ships and scholarships, nothing at all but an education 
and a discipline in poverty and self-denial The lads 
who went to them were the children, most of them, of 
parents as poor as Carlyle’s father They knew at what 
a cost the expense of sending them to college, relatively 
small as it was, could be afforded , and they went with 
the fixed purpose of making the very utmost of their 
time Five months only of each year they could remain 
in their classes , for the rest of it they taught pupils 
themselves, or worked on the farm at home to pay for 
their own learning 

Each student, as a rule, was the most piomising 
member of the famxly to which he belonged, and 
extraordinary confidence was placed in them They 
were sent to Edinburgh, Glasgow, or wherever it 
might be, when they were mere boys of fourteen. 
They had no one to look after them either on their 
journey or when they came to the end They walked 
from their homes, being unable to pay for coach-hire. 
They entered their own names at the college They 
found their own humble lodgings, and were left en- 
tirely to their own capacity for self-conduct The 
earners brought them oatmeal, potatoes, and salt 
butter from the home farm, with a few eggs occa- 
sionally as a luxury With their thnfty habits they 
reqmred no other food In the retixm cart their 
hnen went back to their mothers to be washed and 
mended Poverty protected them from temptations 
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to viciotis amusements They formed their economical 
friendships, they shared their breakfasts and their 
thoughts, and had their clubs for conveisation or dis- 
cussion When term was ovei they walked home in 
parties, each distiict ha\ mg its little knot belonging 
to it, and known along the roads as University 
scholars, they were assured of entertainment on the way 

As a training in self-dependence no better education 
could have been found in these islands If the teach- 
ing had been as good as the discipline of charactei, 
the Scotch universities might have competed with the 
world The teaching was the weak part There were 
no funds, either in the colleges or with the students, 
to provide personal instruction as at Oxford and 
Cambridge The professors were individually excel- 
lent, but they had to teach laige classes, and had no 
leisure to attend paiticularly to this or that piomibing 
pupil The universities were oppoitunitics to boys 
who were able to take advantage of them, and that 
was all 

Such was the life on which Cailyle was now to enter, 
and such were the ciicumstances of it It was the 
November term 1809 He was to be fourteen on the 
fourth of the approaching December Edinburgh 
IS nearly one hundred miles from Ecclefechan He 
was to go on foot like the rest, under the guaidianship 
of a boy named ‘Tom Small,’ two or three years his 
senior, who had already been at college, and was held, 
therefore^ to be a suflScient protector 

How strangely vivid (he says m 1866), how remote and 
wonderful, tmged with the hues of far-off love and sadness. 
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IS that journey to me now after fifty-seven years of time ^ 
My mother and father walking with me m the daik frosty 
November morning through the village to set us on our way , 
my dear ever lovmg mother, her tremulous affection, my &c 

‘ Tom Small ^ was a poor companion, very innocent, 
very conceited, an indifferent scholar Carlyle in his 
own mind had a small opinion of him The journey 
over the moors was a weary one, the elder lad stalking 
on generally ahead, whistling an Irish tune, the 
younger ‘given up to his bits of reflections in the 
silence of the hills’ Twenty miles a day the boys 
walked, by Moffat and over Airock Stane They 
reached Edinburgh early one afternoon, got a lodging 
in Simon Square, got dinner, and sallied out again 
that ‘ Palinurus Tom ’ might give the novice a glance 
of the gieat city The scene so entiiely new to him 
left an impression on Carlyle which remained distinct 
after more than half a centuiy 

The novice mind (he says) was not excessively astonished 
all at once, but kept its eyes open and said nothing What 
streets we went through I don’t the least recollect, but have 
some faint image of St Giles’s High Kirk, and of the Lucken 
booths there with their strange little ms and outs and eagei 
old women in nuniature shops, of combs, shoe-laces, and 
trifles , still famter image, if any, of the sublime hoise statue 
in Parhament Square hard by , duectly after which Small, 
audaciously, so I thought, pushed open a door free to all the 
world and dragged me m with him to a scene which I have 
never forgotten An immense hall dimly lighted from the 
top of the walls, and peihaps with candles bummg m it here 
and there, all in strange chiaioscuro, and filled with what T 
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thought exaggeratively a thousand or two of human creatures, 
all astir m a boundless buzz of talk, and simmeimg about in 
eveiy diiection — ^some solitary, some in groups By degrees 
I noticed that some were in wig and black gown, some not, 
but m common clothes, all well-diessed , that here and theie 
on the sides of the hall were little thrones with enclosures 
and steps leading up, led velvet figures sitting in said 
thrones, and the black-gowned eagerly speaking to them , 
advocates pleading to judges as I easily understood How 
they could be heard in such a grinding dm was somewhat a 
mysteiy Higher up on the walls, stuck theie like swallows 
m then nests, sate other humbler figures , these I found 
weie the sources of certain wildly plangent lamentable kinds 
of sounds, or echoes, which from time to time pierced the 
universal noise of feet and voices, and rose unintelligibly 
above it as m the bitterness of incurable woe crieis of the 
'Court I gradually came to undeistand And tins wm Themis 
in her ^ outei house , ’ such a scene of chaotic dm and huily- 
bully as I had nevei figuied before It seems to me that 
theie were four times oi ten times as many people in that 
‘outer house’ as theie now usually aie , and doubtless theie 
IS something of fact in this, such have been the cuitailments 
and abatements of law piactice in the head couits since then, 
and transfeience of it to county jurisdiction Last time I 
was in that outer house (some six or seven years ago m 
broad daylight) it seemed like a place fallen asleep, fallen 
almost dead 

Notable figures, now all vanished utteily, were doubtless 
wandeimg about as part of that continual hurly-buily when 
I fiist set foot m it fifty-seven yeais ago , gieat law lords 
this and that, gieat advocates ahis oelelres^ as Thieis has it 
Oianstoun, Cockbum, Jeffiey, Walter Scott, John Clerk To 
me at that time they were not even names , but I have since 
occasionally thought of that night and place wheie piobably 
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they were living substances — some of them m a land of 
relation to me afterwards Time with his — ^what a 

nuiaculous entity is he always I The only figure I distinctly 
recollect and got pimted on my brain that night was John 
Clerk, there veritably hitchmg about, whose giim stiong 
countenance with its black far-projectmg blows, and look of 
great sagacity, fixed him m my memoiy 

This scene alone remains recorded of Carlyle^s early 
Edinburgh experience Of the University he says that 
he learned little there In the Latin class he was 
under Professor Christieson, who ^ never noticed him 
nor could distinguish him from another Mr living 
Carlyle, an older, bigger boy, with red haii, wild buck 
teeth, and scorched complexion, and the woist Latinist 
of his acquaintance ’ 

Jn the classical field (he writes elsewhere) I am truly as 
nothing Homer I leaint to lead m the origmal with diffi- 
culty, aftei WoK’s broad flash of light thrown into it , 
JEschylus and Sophocles mainly m translations Tacitus 
and Viigil became really inteiesting to me , Homer and 
^schylus above all , Hoiace egoistical, ImMfertig^ m sad 
fact I nevei caied for , Ciceio, aftei long and various trials, 
always proved a windy person and a weariness to me, ex- 
tinguished altogether by Middleton’s excellent though mis- 
]udgmg life of him 

It was not much bettei with philosophy Diigald 
Stewart had gone away two years before Carlyle entered 
Brown was the new professor, ^an eloquent acute little 
gentleman, full of enthusiasm about simple suggestions, 
relative, &c,’ unprofitable utterly to Carlyle, and 
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bewildenng and dispiriting, as the autumn winds 
among withered leaves 

In mathematics only he made real progress His 
temperament was impatient of uncei taint les He threw 
himself with delight into a foim of knowledge m which 
the conclusions were indisputable, where at each step 
he could plant his foot with confidence Piofessor 
Leslie (Sir John Leslie afterwaids) discovered his talent 
and exerted himself to help him with a zeal of which 
Carlyle never afterwards ceased to speak with gratitude 
That he made progress in mathematics was ‘peihaps,’ 
as he says, 

due mamly to the accident that Leslie alone of my Pro- 
fessors had some genius in his business, and awoke a ceitam 
enthusiasm m me Poi several years geometiy shone before 
me as the noblest of all sciences, and I prosecuted it in all 
my best houis and moods But fax moic pregnant inquiries 
were nsing in me, and giadually engiossmg me, heart as 
well as head, so that about 1820 oi 1821 I had cntiiely 
thrown mathematics aside, and e\cept in one or two biief 
spurts, more or less of a moibid nature, have never in the 
least legarded it further 

Yet even in mathematics, on ground with which he 
was familiar, his shy natuie w’as unfitted for display 
He carried off no pnzes He tried only once, and 
thoufgh he was notoriously supenor to all his com- 
petitors the crowd and noise of the class room prevented 
him from even attempting to distinguish himself I 
have heard him say late in life that his thoughts never 
came to him in propei form except when he was alone 
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•Sartor Eesartus,’ I have already said, must not be 
followed too literally as a biographical authority It is 
mythic, not historical Nevertheless, as mythic it may 
be trusted for the general outlines 

The umversity where I was educated (says Teufelsdrockh) 
still stands vivid enough in my remembrance, and I know 
its name well, which name, however, I from tenderness to 
existing interests shall m no wise divulge It is my painful 
duty to say that out of England and Spam ours was the 
worst of all hitheito discovered umveisities This is indeed 
a time when right education is, as nearly as may be, im- 
possible , however in degiees of wrongness there is no limit , 
nay, I can conceive a worse system than that of the Nameless 
itself, as poisoned victual may be worse than absolute hungei 

It IS written, when the bhnd lead the blind, both shall 
fall into the ditch Wheiefore in such ciicumstances may it 
not sometimes be safer if both leader and led simply — sit 
still ? Had you anyivhere in Oiim Tartary walled in a 
square enclosuie, furmshed it with a small ill-chosen hbiary, 
and then turned loose mto it eleven hundred Ohiistian stnp- 
hngs, to tumble about as they listed from three to seven 
years , certam persons under the title of piofessors bemg 
stationed at the gates to declare aloud that it was a umver- 
sity and exact considersdile admission fees, you had, not 
indeed m mechamcal structure, yet in spirit and result, some 
imperfect substance of our High Semmaiy The pro- 

fessors m the Nameless hved with ease, with safety, by a 
mere reputation constructed in past times — ^and then, too, 
with no great effort — ^by quite another class of persons, 
which reputation, hke a strong biisk-going undershot wheel 
sunk into the general current, bade fair, with only a httle 
annual repaintmg on their part, to hold long together, and 
of its own accord assiduously grind for them Happy that 
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it was so for the millers 1 They themselves needed not to 
woik Then attempts at woxking, \\hat they called edu- 
cating, now when I look back on it fill me with a ceitam 
mute admnation • . 

Besides all this we boasted ourselves a rational university, 
m the highest degiee hostile to mysticism Thus was the 
young vacant mind fuinislied with much talk about progress 
of the species, daik ages, prejudice and the hke, so that all 
weie quickly blown out into a state of wmdy aigumentative- 
ness, wheieby the better sort had soon to end in sick im- 
potent scepticism , the woisei soit explode in finished 
self-conceit, and to all spiritual inteiests become dead . 

The hungry young looked up to their spiritual nuises, and 
foi food were bidden eat the east wind What vain jargon 
of oontioversial mcta|)hysics, etymology, and mechanical 
manipulation falsely named Science was current there, I 
Hideed Icaint bettei than perhaps the most Among eleven 
hundred Christian youths theie wnll not be wanting some 
eleven eagei to learn By collision with such, a certain 
waimth, a ceitain polish was communicated , by instinct and 
by happy accident I took less to noting than to thinking 
and reading, which latter also I was fiee to do Nay, from 
the Chaos of that hbiaiy I succt^edcd m fishing up more 
books than had been known to the keepci theicof The 
foundation of a hterary life was hereby laid I learned on 
my own stiength to read fluently in almost all cultivated 
languages, on almost all subjects and sciences A ceitam 
ground-plan of human nature and life began to fashion itself 
m me, by additional experiments to be corrected and in- 
defimtely extended ^ 

The teaching at a university is but half what is 
learned there , the other half, and the most impoitant, 

* Sartor Besartus, book ii chap iw 
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IS what young men leam from one another Carlyle’s 
friends at Edinburgh, the eleven out of the eleven 
hundred, were of his own rank of life, sons of peasants 
who had their own way to make in life From their 
letters, many of which have been pieserved, it is clear 
that they were clever good lads, distinctly superior to 
ordinary boys of their age, Carlyle himself holding the 
first place in their narrow circle Their lives were pure 
and simple Nowhere in these letters is there any 
jesting with vice, or light allusions to it The boys 
wrote to one another on the last novel of Scott or poem 
of Byron, on the ‘ Edinburgh Eeview,’ on the war, on 
the fall of Napoleon, occasionally on geometrical 
problems, sermons, college exercises, and divinity 
lectures, and again on innocent trifles, with sketches, 
now and then humorous and bright, of Annandale life 
as it was seventy years ago They looked to Carlyle to 
direct their judgment and advise them in difficulties 
He was the prudent one of the party, able, if money 
matters went wrong, to help them out of his humble 
savings He was already noted, too, for power of 
effective speech — * far too sarcastic for so young a man ’ 
was what elder people said of him One of his cor- 
respondents addressed him always as ‘Jonathan,’ or 
‘ Dean,’ or ‘ Doctor,’ as if he was to be a second Swift 
Others called him Parson, perhaps from his intended 
profession All foretold future greatness to him of one 
kind or another They recognised that he was not like 
other young men, that he was superior to other young 
men, m character as well as intellect ‘ Knowing how 
you abhor all affectation ’ is an expression used to him 
when he was still a mere boy 
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His destination was ‘the ministry/ and for this, 
knowing how much his fathei and mother wished it, he 
tried to prepare himself He was alieady conscious, 
howevei, ‘that he had not the least enthusiasm for 
that bu«siness, that even giave piohibitory doubts weie 
gradually using ahead Foimalism was not the pinch- 
ing point, had there been the preliminary of belief 
forthcoming ’ ‘ No church or speaking entity whate\ er,’ 
he admitted, ‘can do without formulas, but it must 
heheve them first if it would be honest * 

Two letters to Carlyle fiom one of these early friends 
may be given here as specimens of the rest* They bi mg 
back the Annandale of 1814, and show a faint kind of 
image of Carlyle himself reflected on the writer*^ mind 
His name was Hill He was about Carlyle’s age, and 
subscribes himself Peter Pindar 

To Thomas Oa'ilyle 

Cistlebmk January 1, 1814 
\\ ind SW Weather hazy 

What IS the life of man ? Is it not to shift from trouble 
to trouble and from side to side ^ to button up one cause of 
vexation and unbutton anothei So mote the celebrated 
Sterne, so quoted the no less celebrated Jonathan, and so 
may the poor devil Pmdar apply it to himself You mention 
some two oi three disappomtments you ha\ c met with lately 
Poi shame, Sir, to be so peevish and splenetic ^ Tour dis- 
appointments are ‘trifles hght as an ’ when compared with 
the vexations and disappointments I have experienced I 
was vexed aTnd gneved to the very soul and beyond the 'Soul, 
to go to Galloway and be deprived of the pleasuie of — ^some- 
thing you know nothing about I was disappointed on my 
icturn at finding her ma devil of a bad shy humour I was 
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—but why do I talk to ^ou about such things ^ Theie are 
joys and sorrows, pleasures and pains, with which a Stoic 
Platonic humdrum bookworm sort of fellow like you. Sir, 
mteimeddleth not, and consequently can have no idea of 
I was disappointed in Bonaparte’s escapmg to Pans when he 
ought to have been taken prisoner by the allies at Leipsic 
I was disappointed at your not mentioning anything about 
our old acquaintances at Edinburgh Last night there was 
a flag on the mail, and to-mght when I expected a Q-azette 
announcing some great victory, the taking of Bayonne oi the 
marchmg of Welhngton to Bouideaux, I was disappomted 
that the cause of aU the rejoicing was an engagement with 
the French under the walls of Bayonne, m which we lost 
upwards of 500 men killed and 3,000 wounded, and diew off 
the remainder of our aimy safe from the destroying weapons 
of the enemy I was disappointed last Sunday, after I had 
got my stockings on, to find that theie was a hole m the 
heel of one of them I read a great many books at Kirk- 
ton, and was disappointed at finding faults m almost every 
one of them I will be disappointed , but what signifies 
going on at this rate ? Unmixed happiness is not the lot of 
man — 

Of chance and change, oh ’ let not man complain, 

Else never, never, vriU he cease to wail 

The weather is dull , I am melancholy Good night 

PS — ^My dearest Dean, — ^The weather is quite altered 
The wmd has veered about to the north I am m good 
spirits, am happy 


F^om the Same. 


Castlebank May 9 

Dear Doctor, — I received yours last mght, and a scuriilous, 
blackguarding, flattering, vexmg, permcked, humoious, 
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witty, daft letter it is Shall I answer it piecemeal as a 
certain Honourable House does a speech fiom its Soverci^, 
by echoing back each syllable ? No This won’t do Oh I 
how I envy you, Dean, that you Ctxu ran on m such an off- 
hand way, ever varying the scene with wit and miith, while 
honest Pctci must hold on m one numskull tiack to all 
eternity pursuing the e\en tenour of his way, so that one of 
Peter’s letters is as good as a thousand 
You seem to take a friendly concern m my affmres de 
cmnr By the bye, now, Jonathan, without telling you any 
particulars of my situation m these matters, which is scarcely 
known to myseff, can’t I advise you to fall in love ? Grrant- 
mg as I do that love is attended with sorrows, still, Doctoi, 
these are amply compensated by the tendency that this 
tender passion has to ameliorate the heart, ^ piovided always, 
and be it fuither enacted,’ that, chaste as Don Quixote or 
Don Quixote’s horse, your heart nevei breathes a wish that 
angels may not legistei Only have caie of this, Dean, and 
fall in love as soon as you can — ^you will be the better for it 

Pages follow of excellent ciiticisin fioin Petei on 
Leyden’s poems, on the Duke of Wellington, J\[iss 
Porter, &c Cailyle has told him that he was looking 
for a subject for an epic poem Peter gives him a 
tragi-comic desciiption of a wedding at Slicldlebie, with 
the return home in a tempest, which he thinks will 
answer , and concludes . — 

Your refieotxons on the fall of Napoleon brmg to my mind 
an observation of a friend of mine the other day I was lepeat- 
ing these hues in Shakespeare and applying them to Bony— 

But yesterday the word of Csesar might 
Have stood against the world , now lies he there, 

And none so poor to do him reverence 
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Ay, very true,’ quoth he , ‘ the fallow could na be con- 
tent wi’ maist all feuiope, and now he’s glad o’ Elba room ’ 
Now, Doctor, let me repeat my instiuctions to you m a 
few words Write immediately a very long letter , write an 
epic poem as soon as may be Send me some more ‘ remarks ’ 
Tell me how you are, how you are spending your tune in 
Edinburgh Pall in love as soon as you can meet with a 
proper object Ever be a friend to Pindai, and thou shalt 
always find one m the heart subdued, not subduing, 

Peter 

In default of writings of his own, scarcely any of 
which survive out of this early period, such lineaments 
of Carlyle as appear through these letters are not with- 
out mstructiveness 
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CHAPTER in. 

AB 1814 AST 19 

Having fimshed his college course, Carlyle looked 
out for pupils to maintain himself The ministry was 
still his formal destination, but several years had still 
to elapse before a final resolution would be necessary — 
four years if he remained m Edinburgh attending 
lectures in the Dmmty Hall, six if he prefeired 
to be a rural Divinity student, presenting himself once 
in every twelve months at the Univeisity and reading 
a discomse He did not wish to hasten matters, and, 
the pupil business being piecaiious and the mathe- 
matical tutoiship at Annan falling %’’acant, Carlyle 
offered for it and was elected by competition in 1814 
He nevei liked teaching The recommendation of the 
place was the sixty or seventy pounds a year of salary, 
which relieved his father of further expense upon him, 
and enabled him to put by a little money every year, 
to be of use in future either to himself or his family 
In other respects the life at Annan was only disagree- 
able His tutor’s work he did scrupulously well, but 
the society of a country town had no interest for him. 
He would not visit He hved alone, shutting himself 
up with his books, disliked the business more and more, 
and came finally to hate it. Annan, associated as it 
was with the odious memories of his schooldays, had 
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indeed but one merit — that be was within reach of his 
family, especially of his mother, to whom he was 
attached with a real passion 
His father had by this time given up business at 
Ecclefechan, and had taken a farm in the neighbour- 
hood The great north road which runs through the 
village uses gradually into an upland treeless grass 
country About two miles distant on the left-hand 
side as you go towards Lockerby, there stands, about 
three hundred yards in from the road, a solitary low 
whitewashed cottage, with a few poor outbuildings 
attached to it This is Mamhill, which was now for 
many years to be Carlyle’s liom% where he first learned 
German, studied * Faust ’ in a dry ditch, and completed 
his translation of ^ Wilhelm Meister ^ The house itself 
IS, or was when the Carlyles occupied it, of one story, and 
consisted of three rooms, a kitchen, a small bedroom, 
and a large one connected with the kitchen by a pas- 
sage The door opens into a square farmyard, on one 
side of which are stables, on the other side opposite 
the door the cow byres, on the third a washhouse and 
dairy The situation is high, utterly bleak and swept 
by all the winds Not a tree shelters the premises, 
the fences are low, the wind permitting nothing to 
grow but stunted thorn The view alone redeems the 
dreariness of the situation* On the left is the great 
hill of Bumswark Broad Annandale stretches in front 
down to the Solway, which shines like a long silver 
nband,, on the nght is Hoddam Hill with the Tower 
of Eepentance on its crest, and the wooded slopes which 
mark the hne of the nver Beyond towers up Cnffel, 
and m the far distance Skiddaw, and Saddleback, and 

3— *3 
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Helvellyn, and the High Cumberland ridges on the 
tiack of the Roman \^all Ileie lived Carlyle’s father 
and mother with their eight chikhen, Caihle himself 
spending his holidays %\ith them , the old man and lus 
yonngei sons cultivating the soil and vinnmg a 
hard-oained living out of then toil, the mother and 
daughteis doing the household woik and minding cows 
and poultiy, and taking then tinn in the field vnth the 
lest in harvest time 

Bo two years passed away, Carlyle remaining at 
Annan Of his own \viiting during this peiiod theie is 
little preserved, hut his correspondence continued, and 
from bis friends’ letteis glimpses can be gathered of his 
temper and occupations He was mainly busy with 
mathematics, but he was reading incessantly, Hume’s 
Essays among other books He was looking out into 
the voild, meditating on the fall of Napoleon, on the 
Fiench Revolution, and thinking much of tho suiSfer- 
mg m Scotland which followed the clo^e of the war 
There were saicastic sketches, too, of the families with 
which he was thiown m Ann«in Robeit JMiichell (an 
Edmbui’gh student who had become mastei of a school 
at Ruthwell) rallies him on * having reduced the fan 
and fat academicians into scouhed, singed, and 
shrivelled hags,’ and hinting a warning * against 
the temper with respect to this world which we are 
sometimes apt to entertain,’ he suggests that young 
men hke him and his conespondent * ought to think 
how many are worse off than they,’ * should be thankful 
for what they had, and not allow imagination to create 
unreal distress ’ 

To another fnend, Thomas Murray, author afterwards 
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of a history of Galloway, Carlyle had complained of his 
fate in a light 'and less bitter spirit To an epistle 
written in this tone Murray replied with a description 
of Cailyle’s style, which deserves a place if but for the 
fulfilment of the prophecy which it contains 

I have had the pleasure of receivmg, my dear Carlyle, 
your very humorous and fiiendly letter, a letter remarkable 
for vivacity, a Shandean turn of expression, and an affection- 
ate pathos, which indicate a pecuhar turn of mind, make 
sincerity doubly sti iking and wit doubly poignant You 
flattei me with saying my letter was good , but allow me to 
observe that among all my elegant and respectable corre- 
spondents there is none whose manner of letter-writmg I so 
much envy as yours A happy flow of language either for 
pathos, description, or humour, and an easy, graceful cunent 
of ideas, appiopriate to every subject, characteiise your style 
This IS not adulation , I speak what I think Tour letters 
will always be a feast to me, a vaiied and exquisite repast , 
and the tune, I hope, will come, but I trust is far distant, 
when these our juvenile epistles will be read and probably 
applauded by a generation unborn, and that the name of 
Carlyle, at least, wiU be insepaiably connected with the 
hterary histoiy of the mneteenth century Geneious ambi- 
tion and peiseverance will oveicome every difliculty, and 
oui gieat Johnson says, ‘ Wheie much is attempted some 
thmg IS perfoimed ’ You will, perhaps, lecollect that when 
I convoyed you out of town m April, 1814, we were very 
sentimental we said that few knew us, and still fewei took 
an mterest m us, and that we would shp thiough the world 
mglomus and unknown But the prospect is altered We 
are piobably as well known, and have made as great a figure, 
as any of the same standing at college, and we do not know, 
but will hope, what twenty yeais may bimg forth. 
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A letter from yon every fortnight shall be answered 
faithfully, and will be highly delightful , and if we hve to 
be seniois, the letteis of the companions of our youth will 
call to mind our college scenes, endeaied to us by many 
tender associations, and will make us forget that we are poor 
and old That you may be always successful and enjoy 
every happmess that this evanescent world can afford, and 
that we may meet soon, is, my dear Carlyle, the smeere wish 
of 

Tours most faithfully, 

Thomas Mueeay 

5 Carnegie Street July 27, 1814. 

Murray kept Carlyle’s answer to this far-seeing letter 

Thomas Carlyle to Thomas Mum ay 

August, 1814 

Oh, Tom, what a foolish flattering creature thou ait I To 
talk of futuie eminence in connection with the hterary 
histoiy of the nineteenth century to such a one as me I 
Alas I my good lad, when I and all my fancies and reveries 
and speculations shall have been swept ovei with the besom 
of obhvion, the liteiaiy history of no century will feel itself 
the worse Yet thmk not, because I talk thus, I amcaieless 
of literary fame No , Heaven knows that ever since I liave 
been able to form a wish, the wish of being known has been 
the foremost 

Oh, Tortune I thou that givest unto each his portion in 
this duty planet, bestow (if it shall please thee) coronets, 
an<i crowns, and prmcipahties, and puises, and pudding, and 
power upon the great and noble and fat ones of the earth 
Grant me that, with a heait of independence unyieldmg to 
thy favours and unbending to thy frowns, I may attam to 
hterary fame , and though starvation be my lot, I wiH smile 
that I have not been bom a king 
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But alas I my dear Munay, what am I, or what are you, 
or what is any other poor unfriended striphng m the ranks 
of learmng ? 

These college companions were worthy and innocent 
young men , none of them, however, came to any very 
high position, and Carlyle’s career was now about to 
intersect with the life of a far more famous contempo- 
rary who flamed up a few years later into meridian 
splendour and then disappeared in delirium Edward 
Irving was the son of a well-to-do burgess of Annan, by 
profession a tanner Irving was five years older than 
Carlyle , he had preceded him at Annan School , he had 
gone thence to Edinburgh University, where he had 
specially distinguished himself, and had been selected 
afterwards to manage a school at Haddington, where 
his success as a teacher had been again conspicuous 
Among his pupils at Haddington there was one gifted 
little girl who will be hereafter much heard of in these 
pages, Jane Baillie Welsh, daughter of a Dr Welsh 
whose surgical fame was then great in that part of 
Scotland, a remarkable man who liked Irving and 
trusted his only child m his hands The Haddington 
adventure had answered so well that Irving, after a 
year or two, was removed to a larger school at Kirk- 
caldy, where, though no fault was found with his 
teaching, he gave less complete satisfaction A party 
among his patrons there thought him too severe* with 
the boys, thought him proud, thought him this or 
that* which they did not like The dissentients re- 
solved at last to have a second school of their own, to 
be managed in a diffeient style, and they applied to 
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the classical and mathematical piofessors at Edinbmgh 
to recommend them a master Professor Christieson 
and Professor Leslie, who had noticed Carlyle more 
than he was aware of, had decided that he was the 
fittest person that they knew of, and m the summer 
of 1816 notice of the offered preferment was sent down 
to him at Annan 

He had seen Irving’s face occasionally in Eccle- 
fechan church, and once afterwaids, as has been said, 
when Irving, fresh from his college distinctions, had 
looked in at Annan school, but they had no peisonal 
acquaintance, nor did Carlyle, while he was a master 
there, ever visit the Irving family Of course, however, 
he was no sti anger to the reputation of their brilliant 
son, with whose fame all Annandale was iinging, and 
with whom kind friends had compaied him to his own 
disadvantage 

I (he says) had heaid much of living all along, how dis- 
tinguished in studies, how splendidly successful as a teacher, 
how two professors had sent him out to Haddington, and 
how his new academy and new methods were illuminating 
and astonishing ever^hing there I don’t icmembei any 
malicious envy towaids this gieat living of the distince 
for his greatness in study and learning I ceitainly might 
have had a tendency hadn’t I struggled against it, and tried 
to make it emulation ‘ Do the like, do the like undei diffi- 
culties ’ 

In the winter of 1815 Carlyle for the first time 
personally met Irving, and the beginning of the ac- 
quaintance was not promising He was still pursuing 
his Divinity course Candidates who could not attend 



KIRKCALDY. 


41 


the regular lectures at the University came up once a 
year and delivered an address of some kind in the 
Divinity Hall One already — ^in the first year of his 
Annan mastership — he had given in an English sermon 
on the text ' Befoie I was afiSicted I went astray/ &c 
He calls it weak flowery sentimental piece/ for 
which, however, he had been comphmented ^ by com- 
rades and professors ’ His next was a discourse in Latin 
on the question whether there was or was not such a 
thing as * Natural Eeligion’ This, too, he says was 
' weak enough ’ It is lost, and nothing is left to show 
the view which he took about the matter But here 
also he gave satisfaction, and was mnocently pleased 
with himself It was on this occasion that he fell in 
accidentally with Irving at a fiiend’s rooms in Edin- 
burgh, and there was a tiiflmg skirmish of tongue 
between them, where Irving found the laugh turned 
against him 

A few months after came Carlyle’s appointment to 
Kirkcaldy as Irving’s quaB% iival, and perhaps he felt 
a little uneasy as to the terms on which they might 
stand towards each other His alaims, however, were 
pleasantly dispelled He was to go to Elirkcaldy in 
the summer holidays of 1816 to see the people there 
and be seen by them before coming to a final arrange- 
ment Adam Hope, one of the masters in Annan 
School, to whom Carlyle was much attached, and whose 
poitiait he has painted, had just lost his wife Carlyle 
had gone to sit with the old man in his sorrows, and 
unexpectedly fell in with Irving there, who had come 
on the same eiTand 
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If (he says) I had been m doubts about his leception of 
me, he quickly and for ever ended them by a friendliness 
which on wider scenes imght have been called chivalrous 
At first sight he heartily shook my hand, welcomed me as if 
I had been a valued old acquamtance, almost a brother, and 
before my leavmg came up to me agam and with the frankest 
tone said, ‘ You are coming to Kirkcaldy to look about you 
m a month or two You know I am there , my house and 
all that I can do for you is yours , two Annandale people 
must not be strangers m Fife ’ The doubting Thomas durst 
not quite beheve all this, so chivalrous was it, but felt pleased 
and reheved by the fine and sincere tone of it, and thought 
to himself, ‘ Well, it would be pretty ’ 

To Kirkcaldy, then, Carlyle went with hopes so 
far improved How Irving kept his word, how 
warmly he received him , how he opened his house, 
his library, his heart to him , how they walked and 
talked together on Kirkcaldy Sands on the summer 
nights, and toured together in holiday time through 
the Highlands , how Carlyle found in him a most 
precious and affectionate companion at the most 
critical period of his life — all this he has himself 
described The reader will find it for himself in the 
Reminiscences which he has left of the time. 

Irving (he says) was four years my senior, the faciU 
pnnc^s for success and reputation among the EdmWgh 
students, famed mathematician, famed teacher, first at Had- 
dington, then here, a flourishing man whom cross fortune 
was begmning to mbble at He received me with open 
arms, and was a brother to me and a fnend there and else- 
where afterwards — ^such fiiend as I never had agam or before 
m this woild, at heart constant till he died 



KIRKCALDY. 


43 


I am tempted to fill many pages witli extracted 
pictures of the Kirkcaldy life as Carlyle has drawn 
them But they can be read m their place, and there 
IS much else to tell , my business is to su^Dply what is 
left untold, rather than give over again what has been 
told already. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A D 1817 Mr 22 

ConRESPONDENCE With his family had commenced and 
wa& legularly continued fiom the day when Carlyle 
went first to college The letteis, however, which are 
preserved begin with his settlement at Kirkcaldy 
Fiom this time they are constant, legiilar, and, from 
the care with which they have been kept on both 
sides, are to be numbeied in thousands Father, 
mother, bothers, sisters, all wiote in then various 
styles, and all received answeis They were ‘a 
clannish folk’ holding tight togethei, and Cailyle was 
looked up to as the scholai among them Of these 
letters I can give but a few lieie and theie, but they 
will bring befoie the eyes the Mamhill faim, and all 
that was going on there in a sturdy, pious, and 
honourable Annandale peasant’s household Carlyle 
had spent his Chiistmas holidays 1816-17 at home as 
usual, and had returned to woik 

James Carlyle to Thomas Ca'tlyle 

. Miinhill Febiuary 12, 1817 

Dear Son, — I embiace this opportumty of writing you a 
few lines with the carrier, as I had nothing to say that was 
worth postage, having written to you largely the last time 
But only I have reason to he thankful that I can still teU 
you that we are aU m good health, blessed be God for all hia 
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mercies towards us Your mother has got your stockings 
ready now, and I thmk theie are a few paus of very good 
ones Tunes is very bad here for labomers — ^^volk is no 
busker and hving is high Theie have been meetings held 
by the lairds and farmers to assist them in getting meal 
They piopose to take all the meal that can be sold m the 
parish to Bcclefechan, for which they shall have full price, 
and theie they sign another paper tellmg how much money 
they will give to reduce the puce The charge is given to 
James Bell, Mr Millei, and Wilham G-raham to sell it 
Mr Lawson, our priest, is doing very well, and has given 
us no more paraphrases , but seems to please every person 
that hears hun, and indeed he is well attended every day 
The sacrament is to be the fiist Sabbath of Maich, and he is 
visiting his people, but has not reached Mai nhill Youi 
mother was very anxious to have the house done before he 
came, or else she said she would run over the hill and hide her^ 
self Sandy^ and I got to work soon after you went away, bmlt 
partitions, and ceiled — a good floor laid — ^and indeed it is very 
diy and comfortable at this tune, and we are veiy snug and 
have no want of the necessaiies of life Our crop is as good as I 
expected, and oui sheep and all our cattle living and domg veiy 
well Your mother thought to have written to you , but the 
earner stopped only two days at home, and she being a very 
slow writer could not get it done, but she will write next 
opportunity I add no more but your mother’s comphments, 
and she sends you half the cheese that she was telhng you 
about Say m youi next how your butter is coming on, 
and teU us when it is done and we will send you more 
Write soon after you receive this, and tell us all your news 
and how you are coming on I say no more, but remam, 
Dear son, yom loving father, 

James Oaelyle 

^ Alexander Carlyle, the second son 
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Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Oa/i lyle (MatnhtU) 

Kirkcaldy March 17, 1817 

My dear Mother, — have been long intending;, to write 
yon a line or two m order to let you know my state and con- 
dition, but havmg nothing worth writing to cominumcate I 
have put it off from tune to time Theie was little enjoy- 
ment for any person at Mamhill when I was there last, but I 
look forward to the ensumg autumn, when I hope to have 
the happiness of discussing matters with you as we were 
wont to do of old It gives me pleasure to hear that the 
baims are at school There are few things m this world 
more valuable than knowledge, and youth is the period for 
acquiring it With the exception of the rehgious and moral 
mstruction which I had the happiness of receiving from my 
parents, and which I humbly trust will not be entirely lost 
upon me, there is nothmg for which I feel more grateful 
than for the education which they have bestowed upon me 
Sandy was gettmg fond of readmg when he went away I 
hope he and Aitken^ will continue their operations now that 
he IS at home There cannot be imagined a more honest 
way of employmg spaie hours 

My way of life m this place is much the same as formerly 
The school is doing pietty well, and my health through the 
wmter has been uniformly good I have little intercourse 
with the natives here , yet there is no dryness between us 
We are always happy to meet and happy to part , but their 
society is not very valuable to me, and my books are friends 
that never fail me Sometimes I see the minister and some 
others- of them, with whom I am very well satisfied, and 
Irving and I are very fnendly , so I am never wearied or at 
a loss to pass the tune 

I had designed this night to write to Aitken about his 


* John Aitken Carlyle, the third aon, afterwards known as John* 
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books and studies, but I will scaicely have tune to say any- 
thing There is a book for him in the box, and I would 
have sent him the geometry, but it was not to be had m the 
town I have sent you a scarf as near the kmd as Aitken’s 
very scanty description would allow me to come I hope it 
will please you It is as good as any that the merchant had 
A shawl of the same mateiials would have been warmer, but 
I had no authority to get it Perhaps you would like to 
have a shawl also If you will tell me what colour you pre- 
fer, I will send it you with aU the pleasure in the world I 
expect to hear from you as soon as you can find leisure 
You must be very mmute m your account of your domestic 
affairs My father once spoke of a threshing machme If 
twenty pounds or so wdl help him, they are qmte ready at 
his service 

I remam, dear mother, your affectionate son, 

Thomas Carlyle 

Mrs Carlyle could barely write at this time She 
taught herself later m life for the pleasure of com- 
municating with her son, between whom and herself 
there existed a special and passionate attachment of a 
quite peculiar kind She was a severe Calvinist, and 
watched with the most affectionate anxiety over her 
children’s spiritual welfare, her eldest boy’s above all 
The hope of her life was to see him a minister — a 
* pnest ’ she would have called it — and she was already 
alarmed to know that he had no inclination that way 

Mtb Om hjls to Thomas Oao lyle 

Mainbll June 10, 1817 

Dear Son, — I take this opporfcumty of writmg you a few 
hues, as you will get it free I long to have a crack, ^ and 


' Familiar talk 
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look foiward to August, tiustmg to see thee once more, but 
m hope the meantime Oh, Tom, mind the golden season 
of youth, and remember your Creator m the days of your 
youth Seek God while He may be found Call upon Him 
t\^hile He is near We heai that the woild by wisdom knew 
not God Pray for His piesence with you, and His counsel 
to guide you Ha^e you got tluough the Bible yet? If 
you have, lead it again I hope you will not weaiy, and 
may the Lord open your understanding 
I have no news to tell you, but thank God we are all in 
our ordmary way I hope you are well I thought you would 
have written before now I received your present and was 
veiy proud of it I called it ‘ my son’s venison ’ Do wiite 
as soon as this comes to hand and tell us all your news T 
am glad you aie so contented m your place Wo ought all 
to be thankful for our places m these distiessing times, for I 
dare say they are felt keenly We send jou a small piece 
of ham and a minding of buttei, as I am snie yours is done 
before now Tell us about it in }oui ne\t, and if anything 
IS wanting 

Good night, Tom, for it is i \eiy stoimy night, and I 
must away to the byie to milk 
Now, Tom, be suie to tell me about your chapters No 
more from 

Your old 

Minnie 

The letters fiom the other members of the family 
wer6 sent equally regularly whenevei there was an 
opportunity, and give between them a perfect picture 
of healthy rustic life at the Mainhill farm — the 
brothers and sisters down to the lowest all hard at 
work, the little ones at school, the elders ploughing, 
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reaping, tending cattle, or minding the dairy, and in 
the intervals reading history, reading Scott’s novels, 
or even trying at geometry, which was then Carlyle’s 
own favomite study In the summer of 1817 the 
mother had a severe illness, by which her mind was 
affected It was necessary to place her foi a few weeks 
under restiaint away from home — a step no doubt 
just and necessaiy, but which she never wholly forgave, 
but resented in her own humorous way to the end of 
her life The disorder soon passed off, however, and 
never returned 

Meanwhile Carlyle was less completely contented 
with his position at Kirl^caldy than he had let his 
mother suppose For one thing he hated school- 
mastering, and would, or thought he would, have pie- 
ferred to work with his hands , while except Irving he 
had scarcely a friend in the place for whom he caied 
His occupation shut him out from the best kind of 
society, which there, as elsewhere, had its exclusive 
rules He was received, for Irving’s sake, in the family 
of Mr Mai tin, the minister, and was in some degree 
of intimacy there, liking Martin himself, and to some 
extent, but not much, his wife and daughters, to one of 
whom Irving had, perhaps too precipitately, become 
engaged There were others also — ^Mr Swan, a Kirk- 
caldy merchant, particularly — of whom he had a grate- 
ful remembrance, but it is clear, both from living’s 
letters to him and from his own confession, that he was 
not popular either there or anywhere Shy and 
reserved at one moment, at another sarcastically self- 
asserting, with forces working in him which he did not 
himself understand, and which still less could be 
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understood by others, he could neither properly accom- 
modate himself to the tone of Scotch provincial di awing- 
rooms, nor even to the business which he had especially 
to do A man of genius can do the lowest woik as well 
as the highest , but genius in the process of developing, 
combined with an irritable neivous system and a 
fiercely impatient temperament, was not happily oc- 
cupied in teaching stupid lads the elements of Latin 
and arithmetic Nor were matters mended when the 
Town Corporation, who were his masters, took upon 
them, as sometimes happened, to instruct or rebuke 
him 

Life, however, even under these hard circumstances, 
was not without its romance I boiiow a passage from 
the * Kenomiscences * 

The Kiikcaldy populition were a pleasant), honest kind 
of fellow mortals, something of quietly fruitful, of good old 
Scotch m their woiks and ways, more vernacular, peaceably 
fixed and almost genial m then mode of hie, than I had been 
used to m the bolder home land Fife geneially we liked 
Those ancient httle biughs and sea villages, with then poor 
little havens, salt-pans and weathei -beaten bits of Cyclopean 
breakwaters, and rude innocent machineries, aie still kmdly 
to me to thmk of Kirkcaldy itself had many looms, had 
Baltic trade, whale fishery, &c , and was a solidly diligent 
and yet by no means a pantmg, puffing, or m any way 
gambhng ‘ Lang Toun ’ Its flax-miU machinery, I remember, 
was turned mamly by wind , and cuiious blue-painted wheels 
with ohhque vans rose from many loofs for that end We, 
I m particular, always rather liked the people, though from 
the distance chiefly, chagrined and discouraged by the sad 
trade one had Some hospitable human fire sides I found, 
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and these were at intervals a fine httle element , bnt in 
general we were hut onlookers, the one real society oni books 
and onr few selves Not even with the blight young ladies 
(which was a sad feature) were we generally on speaking 
terms By fai the brightest and cleverest, however, an ex- 
pupil of Iivmg’s, and genealogically and otherwise, being 
poonsh and well-bied, lathei a kind of ahen m the place, I did 
at last make some acquamtance with — ^at Irvmg’s first, I think, 
though she rarely came thither — and it might easily have 
been more, had she and her aunt and om economics and 
other circumstances liked She was of the fair-complexioned, 
softly elegant, softly grave, witty and comely type, and had 
a good deal of gracefulness, mtelhgence, and other talent 
Irving, too, it was sometimes thought, found her very m- 
terestmg, could the Miss Maitm bonds have allowed, which 
they never would To me, who had only known her foi a 
few months, and who within a twelve or fifteen months saw 
the last of her, she continued, for perhaps three years, a 
figure hanging more or less in my fancy, on the usual 
romantic, or latterly quite elegiac and silent terms, and to 
this day there is in me a good wiU to her, a candid and 
gentle pity, if needed at all She was of the -Aberdeenshire 
Gordons, Maigaiet Gordon, boin I think m New Bruns- 
wick, where her father, probably m some official post, had 
died young and poor , her accent was prettily Enghsh, and 
her voice very fine 

An aunt (widow m Fife, childless with limited resources, 
but of frugal cultivated turn , a lean proud elderly dame, 
once a Miss Gordon herself , sang Scotch songs beautififlly, 
and talked shrewd Abeideemsh ur accent and otherwise) had 
adopted* her and brought her hither over seas , and here, as 
Irving’s ex-pupil, she now, cheery though with dim outlooks, 
was Irving saw her agam in Glasgow one summer tour- 
mg, &c , he himself accompanymg joyfully— not joinmg, so 

4—2 
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I understood it, the letinue of suitors or potential suitors , 
lather peihaps indicating gently ‘No, I must not ’ A year 
01 so after we lieaid the fair Maigaict had maincd some 
iich Ml Something, who afteiwaids got into Paihament, 
thence out to ‘Nora Scotia’ (or so) as goveinoi, and I 
heaid of her no more, except that lately she was still 
hying clnldless as the ‘doivagei lady,’ her Mr Something 
having got knighted befoie dying Poor Margaret I I saw 
hei lecogmsably to me heie m her London time, 1840 or so, 
twice , once with hei maid in Piccadilly piomenadmg — ^httle 
altered , a second tune that same year, or next, on horseback 
both of us, and meetmg m the gate of Hyde Park, when hei 
eyes (but that was all) said to me almost touchingly, yes, 
yes, that is you 

Margaret Gordon was the original, so far as there was 
an original, of Blumine in ‘Sartor Resaitiis’ Two 
letters from her lemain among Carlyle’s papers, which 
show that on both sides their legaid for each other had 
found expression Circumstances, howevei, and the 
unpromising appe<iiance of Carlyle’s situation and 
prospects, forbade an engagement between them, and 
acquit the aunt of needless harshness in peremptorily 
putting an end to their acquaintance Miss Goidon 
took leave of him as a ‘sister’ in language of affec- 
tionate advice A single passage may be quoted to 
show how the young unknown Kirkcaldy schoolmaster 
appealed in the eyes of the young high-bom lady who 
had thus for a moment crossed his path 

And now, my dear friend, a long long adieu , one advice, 
and as a parting one consider, value it Cultivate the milder 
dispositions of your heart Subdue the more extiavagant 
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visions of the bram In time yonr abilities must be known 
Among your acquamfcance they are already beheld with 
wonder and dehght By those whose opimon will be valuable, 
they hereafter will be appieciated 6-enius will render you 
great May vu’tue lender you beloved ^ Remove the awful 
distance between you and ordmary men by kmd and gentle 
manneis Deal gently with then mfenority, and be con- 
vmced they will lespect you as much and like you more 
Why conceal the real goodness that flows m your heart ? I 
have ventuied this counsel from an anziety foi your future 
welfare, and I would enfoice it with all the earnestness of 
the most sinceie friendship Let your light shme before 
men, and think them not unworthy the trouble This exer- 
cise will prove its own leward It must be a pleasmg thing 
to hve m the affections of others Again adieu Paidon 
the freedom I have used, and when you think of me be it as 
a kmd sister, to whom your happiness will always yield 
dehght, and your griefs sorrow 

Yours, with esteem and regard, 

M 

I give you not my addiess because I dare not proimse to 
bee you. 
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CHAPTER V, 

AD 1818 JET 23 

Cablyle had by this time abandoned the thought of the 
^ministiy ’ as his possible future profession — ^not with- 
out a struggle, for both his father’s and his mother’s 
hearts had been set upon it, but the * grave pro- 
hibitive doubts ’ which had risen in him of their own 
accoid had been strengthened by G-ibbon, whom he 
had found m Irving’s library and eagerly devoured 
Nevei at any time had he Hhe least inclination ’ for such 
an office, and his father, though deeply disappointed, 
was too genuine a man to oSer the least remonstrance ^ 
The ^ schoolmastenng ’ too, after two yeais’ experience 
of it, became intolerable His disposition, at once 
shy and defiantly proud, had peiplexed and displeased 

* ‘With me, ’he says in apnvate note, *it was never much in f ivour, 
though my parents silently much wished it, as I knew well Finding I 
had ob3ections, my father, with a magnanimity which I admired and 
admire, left me franldy to my own guidance in that matter, as did my 
mother, perhaps still more lovingly, though not so silently , and the 
theological course which could be prosecuted or kept open by appearing 
annually, putting down your name, but with some trifling fee, in the 
register, and then going your way, was, after perhaps two years of this 
langmd form, allowed to close itself for good I remember yet being on 
the street in Argyll Square, Edinburgh, probably in 1817, anjJ come 
over from Kirkcaldy with some intent, the languidest possible, still to 
put down my name and fee The official person, when I rung, was 
not at home, and my instant feeling was, “Very good, then, very 
good , let this be Finis in the matter,” and it really was ’ 
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tlie Kirkcaldy bnrgliers Both he and Irving also 
fell into unpleasant collisions with them, and neither 
of the two was sufficiently docile to submit tamely to 
reproof^ An opposition school had been set up which 
drew off the pupils, and finally they both concluded 
that they had had enough of it — better die than be 
a schoolmaster for one’s hving ’ — ^and would seek some 
other means of suppoiting themselves. Carlyle had 
passed his summer holidays as usual at Mainhill 
(1818), where he had perhaps talked over his prospects 
with his family On his letum to Kirkcaldy m 
September he wrote to his father explaining his 
situation He had saved about 901 , on which, with 
his thrifty habits, he said that he could support him- 
self in Edinburgh till he could *fall into some othei 

* Carlyle says m the Remmtsoences that Ixving was accused of harsh- 
ness to the boys Kirkcaldy tradition has preserved instances of it, 
which sound comical enough at a distance, but were no matter of 
laughter to the sufferers A correspondent writes to me — Irving 
has the reputation to this day of being a very hard master He 
thrashed the boys frequently and unmercifully A story in illustration 
was told me A carpenter, a bit of a character, whose shop was 
directly opposite Irving’s school, hearing a fearful howling one day, 
rushed across, axe in hand, drove up the door, and to Irving’s query what 
he did there, replied, “ I thocht ye were killin’ the lad, and cam* over 
tae see if ye were needin’ help ” Carlyle, on the contrary, I was 
assured, never lifted his hand to a scholar Still he had perfect com- 
mand over them A look or a word was sufiScient to command attention 
and obedience Hor have I ever heard that this command was attri- 
butable to fear So far as I can learn, it was entirely due to the respect 
which he seems to have obtained from the first ’ There is some truth 
in thes,e legends of Irving’s severity, for Carlyle himself adsnits it 
But tradition always tends to shape stones and characters into an 
artistic completeness which had no real existence The authentic 
evidence of Irving’s essential kindness and affectionate gentleness makes 
it impossible to believe that he was ever wantonly or carelessly cruel 
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way of doing’ He could perhaps get a few mathe- 
matical pupils, and meantime could study for the bar. 
He waited only for his father’s appioval to send in his 
resignation The letter was accompanied by one of his 
constant presents to his mother, who was again at 
home, though not yet fully recoveied 

John Garlyle to Thomas Oai lyle. 

Mamhill September 16, 1818 

Dear Bi other, — W e received yours, and it told us of your 
safe airival at Kirkcaldy Our mother has grown better 
every day smce you left us She is as steady as ever she 
was, has been upon haystacks three or four times, and has 
been at chuich every Sabbath since she came home, behaving 
always very decently Also she has given over talking and 
singmg, and spends some of hex time consulting Ealph 
*Eiskine She sleeps eveiy night, and hindois no person to 
sleep, but can do with less than the geneiahty of pcoxilo 
In fact we may conclude that she is as wise as could be 
expected She has none of the hypociitical mask with which 
some people clothe their sentiments One day, having met 
Agg Byers, she says * Weel, Agg, lass, IVe never spoken t’ye 
sin ye stole our coals I’ll gie ye an advice never steal nao 
moie,’ 


Alexander Gao lyle to Thoonas Ga'i lyle. 

September 18, 1818 

My deal Brother, — We were glad to hear of youi having 
aiiived in safety, though youi prospects were not brilhant* 
My father is at Ecclefechan to-day at a maiket, but before 
he went he told me to mention that with legard to his 
advising you, he was unable to give you any advice He 
thought it might be necessary to consult Leslie before you 
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gave up, but you might do what seemed to you good Had 
my advice any weight, I would advise you to tiy the law 
You may think you have not money enough to try that, but 
with what assistance we could make, and your own mdustry, 
I think theie would be no fear but you would succeed The 
box which contained my mother’s bonnet came a day or two 
ago She is very well pleased with it, though my father 
thought it too gaudy , but she proposes writmg to you hei- 
self 

The end was, that when December came Carlyle 
and Irving ‘kicked the schoolmaster functions over,’ 
removed to Edinburgh, and were adrift on the world 
Irving had little to fear , he had money, friends, reputa- 
tion , he had a profession, and was waiting only for ‘ a 
call ’ to entei on his full privileges Carlyle was far 
more unfavomably situated He was poor, unpopular, 
compaiatively unknown, or, if known, known only to 
be feared and even shunned In Edinburgh ‘ from my 
fellow-creatures,’ he says, ‘ little or nothmg but vinegar 
was my reception when we happened to meet or pass 
near each other — my own blame mainly, so proud, shy, 
poor, at once so insignificant-looking and so grim and 
sorrowful That in “ Sartor ” of the worm trodden on and 
proving a torpedo is not wholly a fable, but did actually 
befall once or twice, as I still with a kind of small, not 
ungenial, malice can remember’ He had, however, 
as was said, nearly a hundred pounds, which he had 
saved out of his earnings , he had a consciousness of 
integrity worth more than gold to him He had 
thrifty* self-denying habits which made him content 
with the barest necessaries, and he resolutely faced his 
position His family, though silently disapproving the 
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step wlucli he had taken and necessarily anxious about 
him, rendered what help they could Once more the 
Ecclefechan camei brought up the weekly or monthly 
supplies of oatmeal, cakes, butter, and, when needed, 
under gaiments, returning with the dirty linen for 
the mother to wash and mend, and occasional pre- 
sents which weie never forgotten , while Carlyle, 
after a thought of civil engineering, for which his 
mathematical training gave him a passing inclination, 
sate down seriously, if not very assiduously, to study 
law Letters to and from Ecclefechan were constanc, 
the earner acting as postman Selections from them 
bring the scene and characters before the reader’s eyes 

Sister Mary, then twelve years old, writes — 

I take this oppoitumty of sending you this scrawl I got 
the hat you sent with Sandy [brother Alexander], and it fits 
veiy well It was far too good , a worse would have done 
very well Boys and I are employed this winter in waiting 
on the cattle, and are going on very well at present I 
geneially write a copy every night, and read a little m the 
‘ Oottagei’s of G-lenburnie,’ or some such like , and it shall be 
my earnest desiie never to imitate the abominable slutteries 
of Mis Maclarty The remarks of the author, Mrs Hamil- 
ton, often bung your neat ways in my mind, and I hope to 
be benefited by them In the mean time, I shall endeavour 
to be a good girl, to be kmd and obedient to my parents, 
and obliging to my brothers and sisters Ton will wnte me 
a lofig letbei when the earner comes back 

The mother was nnweaned in her affectionate solici- 
tude — solicitude for the eternal as well as temporal 
interests of her darling child. 



DYSPEPSIA 


S9 


Mrs Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 


Kamliill Jannarj 8, 1819 

Dear Son, — I received yonrs in due tune, and was glad 
to hear yon were well I hope you wiU be healthier, moving 
about in the city, than in your former way Health is a 
valuable privilege , try to improve it, then The time is short 
Another year has commenced Time is on the wing, and flies 
swiftly Seek God with all your heart , and oh, my dear son, 
cease not to pray foi His counsel m all your ways Feai not 
the world , you will be provided f oi as He sees meet for you 

As a smcere fnend, whom you are always dear to, I beg 
you do not neglect leading a part of youi Bible daily, and 
may the Lord open your eyes to see wondrous thmgs out of 
Hjsjaw I But it IS now two o’clock m the morning, and a 
bad pen, bad mk, and I as bad at wntmg I will drop it, 
and add no more, but remam 

Your lovmg mother, 

Pegoie Cabltlb 

Carlyle had written a sermon on the salutary effects 
of ‘affliction,’ as his first exercise in the Divinity 
School He was beginning now, in addition to the 
problem of living which he had to solve, to learn what 
affliction meant He was attacked with dyspepsia, 
which never wholly left him, and in these early years 
soon assumed its most torturing form, like ‘a rat 
gnawing at the pit of his stomach’ His disorder 
working on his natural irritability found escape *in 
expressions which showed, at any rate, that he was 
attaining a mastery of language The pain made 
him furious , and in such a humour the commonest 
calamities of Me became unbearable horrors. 
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I find livin? here very high (he mote soon after he was 
settled in his lodgings) An hour ago I paid my week’s biD, 
which, though 15s 2d , was the smallest of the three I have 
yet discharged This is an unieasonable sum when I con- 
sider the slender accommodation and the paltry, lU-cooked 
moisel which is my daily pittance There is also a school- 
master right overhead, whose noisy biats give me at times 
no small annoyance On a given night of the week he also 
assembles a select numbei of vocal pcifoimers, whose music, 
as they charitably name it, is now and then so clamorous 
that I almost wished the throats of these sweet singers full 
of molten load, or any other substance that would stop their 
braying 

But he was not losing heart, and liked so far as he 
had seen into it, his new profession 

The law (he told his mother) is what I sometimes think 
I was intended foi naturally I am afraid it takes several 
hundreds to become an advocate, but for this I should 
commence the study of it with gxeat hopes of success We 
shall see whether it is possible One of the fiist advocates 
of the day raised himself fiom being a disconsolate pieacher 
to his present eminence Theiefore I enticat yon not to be 
uneasy about me I see none of my fellows with wliom I 
am very anxious to change places Tell the boys not to let 
their hearts be troubled foi me I am a stubborn dog, and 
evil fortune shall not break my heait or bend it either, as I 
hope I know not how to speak about the washing which 
you" offer so kindly. Surely you thought, five years ago, 
that this troublesome washing and baking was all over , and 
now to recommence ! I can scarcely thmk of troubhng you , 
yet the clothes are ill-washed heie , and if the box be going 
and commg any way, perhaps you can manage it 
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While law lectures were being attended, the 
difiBLcnlty was to live Pupils were a not very effective 
resource, and of his adventures in this department 
Carlyle gave ridiculous accounts. In February, 1819 , 
he wrote to his brother — 

About a week ago I briefly dismissed an hSIii of private 
teaching A man m the New Town apphed to one Nichol, 
pubho teachei of mathematics here, for a person to give 
instruction m aiithmetic, or something of that soit Nichol 
spoke of me, and I was in consequence directed to call on 
the man next mommg I went at the appomted hour, and 
after waitmg for a few mmutes, was met by a stout, impudent- 
looking man with led whiskers, havmg much the air of an 
attorney, or some such cieature of that sort As our con- 
versation may give you some insight mto these matters, I 
repoit the substance of it ‘I am heie,’ I said, aftei makmg 
a slight bow, which was just perceptibly returned, ‘by the 
lequest of Mr Nichol, to speak with you, sn, about a mathe- 
matical teacher whom he tells me you want ’ ‘Aye What 
are youi terms ? ’ ‘ Two guineas a month for each hour ’ 
‘ Two gmneas a month I that is perfectly extravagant ’ ‘ I 
believe it to be the late at which every teacher of respectability 
m Edinburgh officiates, and I Icnow it to be the rate below 
which I never officiate ’ ‘ That will not do foi my friend ’ 
‘ I am sorry that nothmg else will do for me , ’ and I retired 
with considerable dehberation 

Other attempts were not so unsuccessful , one, some- 
times *two, pupils were found ready to pay at the rate 
required Dr Brewster, aftei wards Sir David, dis- 
covered Carlyle and gave him occasional employment 
on his Encyclopsedia He was thus able to earn, as 



62 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


long as the session lasted, about two pounds a week, 
and on this he contrived to live without trenching on 
his capital His chief pleasure was his correspondence 
with his mothei, which never slackened She had 
written to tell him of the death of her sister Mary. 
He replies — 


Edi?^burgh Monday, March 29, 1819 

My dear Mother, — am so much obhged to you foi the 
affectionate concern which you express for me m that biief 
letter that I cannot delay to send you a few words byway of 
reply I was affected by the short notice you give me of 
Aunt Mary’s death, and the short reflection with which you 
close it It IS true, my deai mother, ‘ that we must all soon 
follow her,’ such is the unalterable and not unpleasing doom 
of men Then it is well for those who, at that awful moment 
which IS before eveiy one, shall be able to look back with 
calmness and forward with hope But I need not dwell upon 
this solemn subject It is familiar to the thoughts of eveiy 
one who has any thought 

I am rathei afiaid I have not been quite icgular in leading 
that best of books which you lecommended to me How- 
ever, last night I was leadmg upon my favouiite Job, and I 
hope to do better in time to come I entieat you to believe 
that I am smceiely desiious of bemg a good man, and 
though we may differ m some few unimportant particulars, 
yet I firmly trust that the same powei which created us with 
imperfect faculties ^vill pardon the errors of eveiy one (and 
none are without them) who seeks truth and iighteousness 
with a simple heart. 

You need not fear my studying too much In fact, my 
prospects are so unsettled that I do not often sit down to 
books with all the zeal I am capable of You are not to 
think I am fretful I have long accustomed my mind to 
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look upon the future with a sedate aspect, and at any rate 
my hopes have never yet failed me A Piench author, 
d’Alembert (one of the tew persons who deseive the honoui- 
able epithet of honest man), whom I was lately reading, 
remaito that one who devoted his life to leammg ought to 
carry for his motto, ‘ Liberty, Truth, Poverty,’ for he that 
fears the latter can never have the former This should not 
prevent one from usmg every honest effort to attain a com- 
fortable situation m life , it says only that the best is dearly 
bought by base conduct, and the worst is not worth mourmng 
over We shall speak of all these matters more fully in 
summer, for I am meditating ]ust now to come down to sta> 
a while with you, accompanied with a cargo of books, Italian, 
German, and others You will give me yondei httle room, 
and you wiU waken me every morning about five or six 
o’clock Then such study I shall delve in the gaiden, too, 
and in a word, become not only the wisest but the strongest 
man m those regions This is all clav&r^ but it pleases one 
My deal mother, yours most affectionately, 

Thomas Oaeltle 


D’Alembert’s name had probably never reached 
Annandale, and Mrs Carlyle could not gather from it 
into what perilous regions her son was travelling 
— ^but her quick ear caught something in the tone 
which fiightened her 

Oh, my dear, dear son (she answered at once and eagerly), 
I wotQd pray for a blessmg on your learnmg I beg you 
with all the f eehng of an affectionate mother that you would 
study the Word of God, which He has graciously put in our 
hands, that it may powerfully reach our hearts, that we may 
discern it in its true hght God made man after His own 
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image, therefore he behoTed to be ^iithout anjr imperfect 
faculties Beware, my dear sou, of such thoughts , let them 
act dwell on your mind God foibid I But I daie say you 
will not care to read this scrawl Do make religion your 
great study, Tom , if you repent it, I will bear the blame for 
ever 

Carlyle was thinking as much as his mother of 
religion, but the foim m which his thoughts were run- 
ning was not heis He was painfully seeing that all 
things were not wholly as he had been taught to think 
them, the doubts which had stopped his divinity 
career were blackemng into thunderclouds, and all 
his reflections were coloured by dyspepsia ‘ I was en- 
tirely unknown in Edinburgh circles,’ he says, ^ solitaiy, 
eating my own heart, fast losing my health too, a prey 
to nameless struggles and miseiies, which have yet 
a kind of hoiioi in them to my thoughts, thiee weeks 
without any kind of sleep fiom impossibility to be fiee 
of noise ’ In fact he was entciing on wliat he called 
*the three most miserable yeais of my lile ’ He would 
have been saved fiom much could he have lesolutely 
thrown himself into his intended profession, but he 
soon came to hate it, as just then, perhaps, he would 
have hated anything, 

I had thought (he writes in a note somewheie) of at- 
tempting to become an advocate It seemed glorious to me 
for its independency, and I did icad some law books, attend 
Hume’s lectures on Scotch law, and converse with and 
question varions dull people of the practical sort But it 
and they and the admired lecturing Hume himself appeared 
to me mere denizens of the kingdom of dulness, pointing 
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towards nothing but money as wages foi all that bogpool of 
disgust Hume’s lectuies once done with, I flung the thmg 
away for ever 

Men who are out of humour with themselves see 
their own condition reflected m the world outside 
them, and everything seems amiss because it is not 
well with themselves But the state of Scotland and 
England also was well fitted to feed Carlyle’s discontent 
The great war had been followed by a collapse Wages 
were low, food at famine prices Tens of thousands of 
artisans were out of work, their families were starving, 
and they themselves were growing mutinous Even at 
home from his own sternly patient father, who never 
meddled with politics, he heard things not calculated 
to reconcile him to existing arrangements 

I have heard my father say (he mentions), with an im- 
piessiveness which all his peiceptions carried with them, that 
the lot of a poor man was growing worse, that the world 
would not, and could not, last as it was, but mighty changes, 
of which none saw the end, were on the way In the dear 
years when the oatmeal was as high as ten shillings a stone, 
he had noticed the labourers, I have heard him teU, letire 
each separately to a brook and there dimk instead of dining, 
anxious only to hide it ^ 

These early impressions can be traced through the 
whole of Carlyle’s writings , the conviction was forced 
upon him that there was something vicious to the 
bottom in English and Scotch society, and that revolu- 
tion in some form or other lay visibly ahead So long 
as Irving remained in Edinburgh ^ the condition of the 
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people^ question was tte constant subject of talk 
between him and Carlyle They were both of them 
aident, radical, indignant at the in-)iistice which they 
witnessed, and as yet unconscious of the dlfBcnlty of 
mending it living, howe\ei, he had seen little of 
since they had moved to Edinburgh, and he was left, 
for the most part, alone with his own thoughts There 
had come upon him the tiial which in these days 
awaits eveiy man of high intellectual gifts and noble 
nature on their fiist actual acquaintance with human 
things — the question, fai deeper than any mere poli- 
tical one, What is this woild then, what is this human 
life, over which a just G-od is said to preside, but of 
whose presence or whose providence so few sigub are 
visible^ In happier ages religion silences scepticism 
if it cannot reply to its difficulties, and postpones the 
solution of the mystery to anothei stage of existence 
Bi ought up in a pious family where religion was not 
talked about oi emotionalised, but was accepted as the 
rule of thought and conduct, himself too instinctively 
upright, pme of heait, and reveient, Cailyle, like hib 
parents, had accepted the Bible as a diicct communica- 
tion from Heaven It made known the will of Grod, 
and the relation m which man stood to his Maker, as 
present facts like a law of nature, the tiuth of it, like 
the truth of gravitation, which man must act upon or 
immediately suffer the consequences But religion, as 
revealed m the Bible, passes beyond present conduct, 
penetrates all forms of thought, and takes possession 
wherever it goes It claims to control the intellect, to 
explain the past, and foretell the future It has entered 
into poetry and ait, and has been the interpreter of 
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history And thus there had grown round it a body of 
opinion, on all varieties of subjects, assumed to be 
authoritative , dogmas which science was contradicting , 
a history of events which it called infallible, yet which 
the canons of evidence, by which other histones are 
tned and tested successfully, declared not to be in- 
fallible at all To the Mainhill household the West- 
minster Confession was a full and complete account of 
the position of mankind and of the Being to whom 
they owed their existence The Old and New Testament 
not only contained all spiritual truth necessary for 
gmdance in word and deed, but every fact related in 
them was hterally true To doubt was not to mistake, 
but was to commit a sin of the deepest dye, and was a 
sure sign of a corrupted heart Carlyle’s wide study of 
modem hterature had shown him that much of this 
had appeared to many of the strongest minds m Europe 
to be doubtful or even plainly incredible Young men 
of genius are the first to feel the growing influences of 
their time, and on Carlyle they fell in their most painful 
form Notwithstanding his pride, he was most modest 
and self-distrustful He had been taught that want of 
faith was sin, yet, like a true Scot, he knew that he 
would peril his soul if he pretended to beheve what his 
intellect told him was false If any part of what was 
called Eevelation was mistaken, how could he be assured 
of the rest ? How could he tell that the moral part.of 
it, to which the phenomena which he saw round him 
were in plain contradiction, was more than a ^devout 
imagination ’ ’ Thus to poverty and dyspepsia there 
had been added the struggle which is always hardest m 
the noblest minds, which Job had known, and David,. 

6—2 
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and Solomon, and ^Eschylus, and Shakespeare, and 
Goethe Where are the tokens of His presence ^ where 
are the signs of His coming ? Is there, in this universe 
of things, any moral Piovidence at alP or is it the 
product of some force of the nature of which we can 
know nothing save only that ^ one event comes alike to 
all, to the good as to the evil, and there is no difference ^ ^ 
Commonplace peisons, if assailed by such misgivings, 
thrust them aside, throw themselves into occupation, 
and leave doubt to settle itself Cailyle could not 
The importunacy of the overwhelming problem forbade 
him to settle himself either to law or any other busi- 
ness till he had wiestled down the misgivings which 
had grappled with him The greatest of us have our 
weaknesses, and the Maigaret Gordon business had 
perhaps intertwined itself with the spiritual torment 
The result of it was that Carlyle was extremely miserable, 
* tortured,’ as he says, ‘ by the fieaks of an imagination 
of extraoidinary and wild activity ’ 

He went home, as he had proposed, after the session, 
but Mainhill was never a less happy home to him than 
it proved this summer He could not conceal, peihaps 
he did not try to conceal, the condition of his mind ; 
and to his family, to whom the truth of their creed was 
no more a matter of doubt than the presence of the sun 
in the sky, he must have seemed as if ^ possessed.’ He 
could not read , he wandered about the moors like a 
restless spint His mother was in agony about him 
He was her darling, her pride, the apple of her eye, and 
she could not restrain her lamentations and remon- 
strances His father, with supreme good judgment, 
left him to himself. 
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His toleiance for me, his tiusfc m me (Carlyle says), was 
great When I declmed going foiwaid into the Church, 
though his heart was set upon it, he respecsted my scruples, 
and patiently let me have my way When I had peremp- 
toiily ceased fiom being a schoolmaster, though he mwardly 
disappioved of the step as unpiudent and saw me in succes- 
sive summers hngeiing beside him in sickness of body and 
mmd, without outlook towards any good, he had the foibeai- 
ance to say at woist nothing, never once to whisper discon- 
tent with me 

A letter from Irving, to whom he had written com- 
plaining of his condition and of his friend’s silence, 
was welcome at this dreary period 

Edward Irving to Thomas Oarlyle 

Edinburgh June 4, 1819 

Dear Sir, — ^My apology for neglectmg you so long is that 
I have been equally negligent of myself By what fatahty I 
know not, I have been so entirely devoted to idleness or to 
insignificant employments since you left me, that Geiman, 
Italian, and every other study, useful oi seiious, has been 
lehnquished Perhaps this renewal of oui intercourse may 
be the date of my awakenmg from my slumber, as the break- 
ing up of our intercourse was the date of its commencement 
To speak of myseK, that most grateful of topics, is theiefore 
out of the question , as it would only be to expose the day 
dreams of this my lethaigy to one whose active mind has no 
sympathy with hstlessness and drowsiness, and this subject 
being excluded, where shall I find materials foi this letter ^ 

I could detail to you the mineralogy of the Oampsey hills, 
and tell you of the overlying formation of porphyiy above 
the green stone, and of the neaily horizontal bed of lime- 
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stone on the green stone which supplies the greater part of 
Stiihng, Dumbarton, and Stratheaiii, and of a curious quairy 
of stone which is carried fai and noai for building stoves and 
setting giates, with an account of its singular viibue of 
resisting heat , but well I know you are weaiy unto death 
of such jaigon And I could iclate to you one most senti- 
mental incident that did befall me on that joiiiney, A\heieby 
hangs a tale which might fiiimsh mattci foi a novel or even 
a modem tiagedy , but then I suspect you have alieady put 
me down foi an adventure hunter, which is too neai a stage 
to a story-teUer to fall m with my fancy 

Now the truth is, to throw m a word of self-defence, if I 
have a turn foi the romantic, it is not for the vanity of being 
the actor of a strange part, or the spouter of a strange tale, 
in the various scenes of the great diama of tins moital state , 
but lather to be a spectator of those who aie so, more espe- 
cially if they be unfortunate withal , and occasionally I con- 
fess to have the privilege of the ancient chonis, of morahsmg 
a httle, or rather nob a httle, upon the passing events , and 
occasionally to reach an admonition oi a consolation to the 
suffering hero oi heioine of the piece But see, I am letting 
you mto some of the vagaiies \^hich came and went across 
my fancy during the inteival of apathy which has passed 
away since I was separated fiom your conversation for which 
I have not yet found a substitute 

And I could dwell upon the nch harvest of insight into 
chaiacter, winch I gatheied fiom the debates of the Geneial 
Assembly , and of the lack of genius and honesty which 
took from its value, and of ihe lankness and superfluity of 
vulgarity and bad tempei and party zeal, which weie as the 
thistles and ragwoits and tares of the ciop, but that I know 
your mind is mcuiious of these things, engaged as it is with 
much higher contemplations 

Of the men of Edinbuigh and their employments I know 
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as little as of those of Canton in China , save that Chnstieson 
rathei inchnes to fall in with Loid Landei dale’s view^s of the 
Bullion question, than the Committee’s, and that he is as 
sine as evei that all men have mistaken the meaning of 
Aiistotle — ^which, it seems, is wondeifuUy wiapped up in the 
power of the paiticle av — and that Galloway is as lU-bied, 
and stales as full, and wears his hair hanging ovei the ample 
ciicumfeience of Ins globular skull, as usual , hke the thatch 
of those round rustic Chinese-roofed cottages which gentle- 
men sometimes plant at the outer gates of their giounds 
As to Dickson, he plays quoits with Chartres, and at times 
with me, and has got his mouth always filled with wit at me 
for admuing those beautiful hues of Milton’s Hymn on the 
Nativity . — 

It was no season then for her [natnrej 

To wanton with the Snn, her lusty paramour 

I need not tell you where the wit hes , and you know when 
he IS primed anything wiU do foi a match He is just m 
the predicament of a spiing-gun in a garden which has ropes 
in every diiection — ^you cannot stir a foot, but twitch goes 
one of its xopes , lound it turns full-mouthed upon you, and, 
hit or miss, off it goes 

Weary not then, my dear Carlyle, of the country I am 
here m the midst of the busy woild, and its business only 
mtenupts me and would vex me if I would let it Fill up 
with the softness of luial beauty, and the sinceiity of lural 
manners, and the contentment of rural life, those strong 
impressions of nature and of men winch are already in your 
mind , till the pictures become more mellow and joyous* and 
yield to youiself moie delight m foimmg, and to otheis 
more pleasure in viewing them. 

I would I weie along with you to charm the melancholy 
of sohtude, and m }our company to cany my eye into those 
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marks of beneficence and love which every parfe of nature 
exhibits, and win from the contemplation of them a poition 
of that beneficence , so that the restless and evil passions of 
my heart might be charmed if not shamed into repose, and I 
might go forth again into the world of busy speech resolved 
to mai the enjoyment of no one, but in my httle sphere to 
do all the good it would allow, to wish for a wider sphere, 
and to hve in hope of that wider and better existence, which, 
when it IS revealed, I pray that you and I and all we love 
and should love may be prepared for 
Don’t be so tardy m writing to me as I have been in 
writing to you Arrange the plan of a correspondence which 
may be useful to us both Ton proposed it first, and now I 
reckon myself entitled to press it Eemember me kindly to 
your father and mother, and to Sandy and the rest 

Your faithful friend, 

EnMAIiO IllVIJTO 
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CHAPTEE YI. 

A D 1819 JET 24. 

In November Carlyle was back at Edinburgh again^ 
with his pupils and his law lectures, which he had not 
yet deserted, and stiU persuaded himself that he would 
persevere with He itd not find his fiiend, Irving 
had gone to Glasgow to be assistant to Dr Chalmers , 
and the state of things which he found in the metropolis 
was not of a sort to improve his humour. 

1819 (he says) was the year of the Radical nsmg in 
Glasgow, and the kmd of (altogether imagmary) fight 
they attempted on Bonnymuu against the yeomanry — ^a 
tune of great rages and absurd terrors and expectations , a 
very fierce Radical and anti-Radical time, Edinburgh 
eniessly agitated by it all lound me, not to mention 
Glasgow m the distance, gentry people full of zeal and 
foolish teiroi and fuiy, and looking disgustmgly busy and 
important Oouriei hussais would come in fiom the Glasgow 
legion, coveied with mud, breathless, for headquaiteis, as 
you took your walk m Piinces Street , and you would heai 
old powdeied gentlemen m silver spectacles talking in low- 
toned but exultant voice about ‘ Ooidon of tioops, sii,’ as .you 
went along The mass of the people, not the populace 
alone, had a quite different feehng, as if the danger was 
small or imagmary and their grievances dreadfully real, which 
was, with emphasis, my own poor private notion of it One 
bleared Sunday morning I had gone out, perhaps seven to 
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eight AM, for my walk At the nding-house in Nicolson 
Street was a kind of stiaggly gioup or small ciowd, with red- 
coats interspersed Conung up, I peiceived it was the 
Lothian yeomaiiiy ^Mid oi East I know not), pist getting 
under way for Glasgow, to be pait of ‘ the cordon ’ I halted 
a moment, they took the road, veiy ill ranked, not numerous, 
or very dangerous-looking men of w^ai , bub there rose 
from the little crowd, by way of farewell cheer to them, the 
strangest shout I have Wrd human throats utter , nob very 
loud, or loud even for the small numbers , but it said, as 
plain as words, and with infimteb more emphasis of smceiity 
‘ May the devil go wuth you^ ye peculiarly contemptible and 
dead to the distresses of your fellow-creatures’ Another 
mommg, months after, spring and sun now come, and the 
‘coidon,’ &o, all over, I met a gentleman, an advocate, 
slightly of my acquaintance, hurrying along, musket in 
hand, towards ‘the Links,’ there bo be dulled as an item of 
the ‘gentlemen volunteerb’ now afoot ‘Ton should have 
the like of fchis,’ said he, chceuly patting his musket ‘ H’m 
yes , but I haven’t yet quite settled on which side I ’ which, 
probably, he hoped was quiz, tliough it really e\pressed my 
feeling Irving, too, and all of us iiimois, had the same 
feeling m different intensities, and spoken of only to one 
another a sense that re\olt against such a load of unveia 
cities, impostures, and qnietly mane formalities would one 
day become mdispensable — ^sense which had a kind of lash, 
false, and quasi-msolenb joy m it , mutiny, levolt, being a 
light matter to the young ^ 

The law lectures went on, and Carlyle wrote to his 
mother about his piogress with them ‘ The law,’ he 
said, ‘ I find to be a most complicated subject, yet 1 
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like it pretty well, and feel that I shall like it better as 
I proceed Its glreat charm in my eyes is that no mean 
compliances are requisite for prospering in it’ To 
Irving he had written a fuller, not yet completely full, 
account of himself, complaining perhaps of his obstruc- 
tions and difficulties Irving’s advice is not what 
would have been given by a cautious attorney He 
admired his fiiend, and only wished his great capa- 
bilities to be known as soon as possible 

Edward Irmng to Thomas Carlyle 

34, Kent Street, Glasgow December 28, 1819 
Dear Carlyle, — I piay that you may piosper m your legal 
studies, piovided only you will give your mind to take in all 
the elements which enter into the question of the obstacles 
But remember, it is not want of knowledge alone that im- 
pedes, but want of instruments for mabng that knowledge 
available This you know better than I How my view of 
the matter is that your knowledge, likely very soon to sur- 
pass m extent and accuiacy that of most of your compeers, 
xS to be made saleable, not by the usual way of addmg friend 
to fiiend, which neithei you nor I aie enough patient of, but 
by a way of your own Known you must be before you can 
be employed Known you will not be for a wmmng, attach- 
ing, accommodatmg man, but for an ongmal, commanding, 
and rather self-wiUed man Now establish this last charactei, 
and you take a far higher giade than any other How are 
you to estabhsh it ^ Just by bringing yourself before^the 
pubhc as you aie Fust find vent for your notions Get 
them tongue , upon eveiy subject get them tongue, not 
upon law alone You cannot at present get them either 
utterance or audience by ordinary conveise Tour utterance 
IS not the most favourable It convmces, but does not per- 
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siiade, and it is only a very few (I can claim place for 
myself) that it fascinates Yoin audience is woise They 
aie geneially (I e\cliide myself) unphilosophical, unthinking 
diivellem who lay in wait to catch you in your words, and 
who give you little justice m the leciial, because you give 
their vamty oi self-esteem little justice, or even meicy, m 
the rencounter Theiefoie, my dear friend, Bome other way 
IS to he sought for Now pause, if you be not convinced of 

this conclusion If you be, we shall proceed If you be not, 
read again, and you will see it just, and as such admit it 
Now what way is to be sought for ? I know no other than 
the piess You have not the pulpit as I have, and where 
peihaps I have the advantage You have not good and 
mfiuential society I know nothing but the press for your 
purpose None are so good as these two, the ‘Edinbiugh 
Eeview ’ and ‘ Blackwood’s Maga/ine ’ Do not stait away and 
say, The one I am not fit for, the othci T am not willing for 
Both picas I lefiise The * Edinburgh Review ’ you aie pei- 
fectly fit for, not yet upon law, but upon any woik of 
mathematics, physics, geneial litaatiuc, histoiy, and politics, 
you are as ripe as the average of then wiiteis ‘ Blackwood’s 
Magazine’ piesents bad company, I confess , but it also fui- 
nishos a good field for fugitive wilting, and good intioduc- 
tions to society on one side of the question This last advice, 
I confess, IS against my conscience, and I am inclined to blot 
it out , foi did I not rest satisfied that you were to use your 
pen foi your conscience I would never ask you to use it for 
your hvmg 'Writers m the encyclopscdias, except of leading 
articles, do not get out fiom the crowd , but waiters in the 
Review come out at once, and obtain the very opinion you 
want, opinion among the intelligent and active men in every 
rank, not among the sluggish sava7its alone 
It is easy foi me to advise wdiat many perhaps are as 
ready to advise But I know I have influence, and I am 
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mllmg to use it Therefore, again let me entreat you to 
begm a new yeai by an effort contmuous, not for getting 
knowledge, but for communicatmg it, that you may gain 
money, and favour, and opinion Do not disembark all your 
capital of thought, and time, and exertion into this concern, 
but disembaik a portion equal to its urgency, and make the 
experiment upon a proper scale If it succeed, the spirit of 
adventure will follow, and you will be ready to embaik more , 
if it fail, no gieat venture was made , no great venture is 
lost the time is not yet come But you will have got a 
more precise view by the failure of the obstacles to be sur- 
mounted, and time and eneigy will give you what you 
lacked Therefoie I advise you as a very sincere fiiend, that 
foithwith you choose a topic, not that you are best informed 
on, but that you are most hkely to find admittance for, and 
set apart some portion of each day oi week to this object and 
this alone, leaving the lest fiee for objects piofessional and 
pleasant This is nothing moie than what I uiged at our 
last meetmg, but I have nothing to wiite I reckon so im- 
portant Therefoie do take it to thought Depend upon 
it, you will be dehvered by such present adventure from 
those harpies of youi peace you are too much tormented 
with You will get a class with whom society wiU be as 
pleasant as we have found it together, and you will open up 
ultimate prospects which I trust no man shall be able to 
close 

I think our town is safe for every leal-hearted man to 
his Maker and to his fellow-men to traverse without fear of 
scaith Such traversing is the wme and milk of my present 
existence I do not wanant against a Eadical rising, though 
I think it vastly improbable But contmue these times a 
year or two, and unless you unmake our present generation, 
and unman them of human feeling and of Scottish inteUi- 
gence, you wiU have commotion It is unpossible for them 
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to die of starvation, and they aie making no provision to 
have them removed And vhat on earth is for them ^ God 
and my Saviour enable me to lift their hearts above a world 
that has deseited them, though they live m its plenty and 
labom m its toiling seivice, and fi\ them upon a woild 
which, my deal Cailyle, I \M&h jou and I had the inherit- 
ance in, iNhicli i\e may haie if we will But I am not 
going to preach, else I would plunge into another subject 
which I rate above all subjects Yet this should not be ex- 
cluded fiom our communion either 

I am gettmg on quietly enough, and, if I be defended 
from the errors of my heait, may do pretty well The 
Doctor (Chalmers) is full of acknowledgments, and I ought 
to be fun — to a highei souice 

Yours affectionately, 

Edw^ari) iRvma 

Carlyle was less eager to give his thoughts Hongue’ 
than In mg supposed He had not yet, as he 
expressed it, * taken the Devil by the horns ’ He did 
not mean to trouble the woild with his doubts, and as 
yet he had not much else to trouble it with But he 
was more and more restless Eeticence about his 
personal sufferings was at no time one of his vntues. 
Dyspepsia had him by the throat Even the minor 
ailments to which our flesh is heir, and which most of 
us bear m silence, the eloquence of his imagination 
flung into forms like the temptations of a samt His 
mother had early described him as ® gey ill to deal wi’,’ 
and while in great things he was the most considerate 
and generous of men, in trifles he was intolerably 
irritable Dyspepsia accounts for most of it He did 
not know what was the matter with him, and when 
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the fit was severe he drew pictures of his condition 
which fiightened everyone belonging to him He 
had sent his family in the middle of the winter 
a report of himself which made them think that 
he was seriously ill His brother John, who had 
now succeeded him as a teacher m Annan School, was 
sent for in haste to Mainhill to a consultation, and 
the result was a letter which shows the touching 
affection with which the Carlyles clung to one 
another 


John A Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

MamhiU Pebriiary, 1820 

I have ]ust arrived from Annan, and we are aU so uneasy 
on your account that at the request of my father m particu- 
lar, and of all the rest, I am determined to write to call on 
you foi a speedy answer Your father and mother, and all 
of us, are extremely anxious that you should come home 
directly if possible, if you think you can come without dan- 
ger And we trust that, notwithstanding the bitterness of 
last summer, you will stiH find it emphatically a home My 
mother bids me call upon you to do so by every tie of affec- 
tion, and by all that is sacred She esteems seeing you 
again and admimstenng comfort to you as hei highest feh- 
city Tour father, also, is extremely anxious to see you 
agam at home The room is much more comfortable than 
It was last season The roads are repaired, and all things 
more convenient , and we all trust that you ^vlll yet recover, 
after you shall have inhaled your native breezes and escaped 
once more from the unwholesome city of Edinburgh, and its 
selfish and unfeehng inhabitants In the name of all, then, 
I can upon you not to neglect or lefuse our earnest wishes , 
to come home and experience the comforts of parental and 
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biotherly affection, winch, though rude and without polish, 
IS yet sincexe and honest 

The father adds a postscript — 

My dear Tom, — T have been veiy uneasy about you ever 
since we received }oui moving letter, and I thought to have 
OTitten to you niy«df diis day and told you aU my thoughts 
about your health, which is the foundation and copestone of 
all our eaibhly coinfoit Bub, being particulaily engaged 
this day, I caused John to write Come home as soon as 
possible, and for ever oblige 

Deal son, your loving father, 

James C iRr^YLE 

The fright had been unnecessary Dyspepsia, while 
it toituies body and mind, does little serious injmy 
The attack had passed off A letter fiom Cailyle 
was alieady on the way, in which the illness was 
scaicely noticed it contained little but diiections 
for his bi others’ studies, and an ofier of ten pounds 
out of his scantily filled pmse to assist * S<indy ’ on the 
farm With his family it was impossible for him to 
talk freely, and thiough this gloomy time he had but 
one fiiend, though this one was of pnceless value To 
Irving he had written out his discontent. He was now 
disgusted with law, and meant to abandon it Irving, 
pressed as he was with work, could always afford 
Carlyle the best of his time and judgment 

Edward Irving to Thomas Ca'i lyle 

Glasgow March 14, 1820 
Since I received your la^t epistle, which lemmded me of 
some of those gloomy scenes of natuie I have often had the 
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greatest pleasure m contemplating, I have been wrought 
almost to death, hawing had three sermons to write, and one 
ef them a chanty sermon , but I shall make many sacrifices 
before I shall resign the entertainment and benefit I derive 
from our conespondence 

Tour mind is of too penetrating a cast to rest satisfied 
with the frail disguise which the happiness of ordinary life 
has thrown on to hide its nakedness, and I do never augur 
that your nature is to be satisfied with its sympathies In- 
deed, I am convinced that were you translated into the most 
elegant and informed circle of this city, you would find it 
please only by its novelty, and perhaps refresh by its variety , 
but you would be constrained to seek the sohd employment 
and the lastmg gratification of your mind elsewhere The 
truth IS, life IS a thmg formed foi the average of men, and 
it IS only m those parts of our nature which are of average 
possession that it can gratify The higher parts of our 
nature find their entertainment m sympathising with the 
highest efforts of our species, which are, and will contmue, 
confined to the closet of the sage, and can never find their 
station m the drawing-rooms of the talking world Indeed, 
I will go higher and say that the highei parts of our nature 
can never have their proper food till they turn to contem- 
plate the excellencies of our Creator, and not only to con- 
template but to mutate them Therefore it is, my dear 
Carlyle, that I exhort you to caU m the finer paits of youi 
mind, and to try to present the society about you with those 
more oidmaiy displays which they can enjoy The mdiffer- 
ence with which they receive them,^ and the ignorance with 
which they treat them, openvte on the mind like gall and 
wormwood I would entreat you to be comforted in the 
possession of your treasures, and to study more the times 

* J « , the tali to which you usually treat your friends 
yo^. I 


0 
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and pei’^ons to which jon bring them forth When I say 
your tieasiircs, I mean not }oui infomatjon so much, which 
they will bcai the disphy of for the lG^^ald and value of it, 
but of your feelings and affections, which, being of finer tone 
than thcira, and eonsequeuilv seeking a keener e\pxession, 
they are apt to mistake for a lebuke of their own lameness, 
or for intolerance of oidinaiy tilings, and too many of them, 
I fear, foi asperity of mind 

There is just another panacea for your griefs (which are 
not imaginary, but for which I see a real giound in the too 
penetrating and, at times peihaps, too seveie turn of your 
mind) , hut though I judge it bettei and more woithy than 
reserve, it is peihaps moie diflicnlt of practice I mean the 
habit of using our superiority for the information and im- 
provement of otheis This I leckon both the most dignified 
and the most landly course that one can take, founded upon 
the great prmciples of human impiovemeut, mutual com- 
munication, and founded upon what I am wont, or at least 
would wish, to make my pattern, the example of the Saviour 
of men, ivho endmed, in His errand of salvation, the contra- 
diction of men lJut I confess, on the othei hand, one 
meets with so few that are apt disciples, or willing to allow 
superiority, that will be constantly faghtmg with you upon 
the bhieshold, that it is very he<iitless, and forces one to 
reserve And besides, one is so apt to fancy a superiority 
where there is none, that it is hkely to pioduce oveimuch 
self-complacency But I see I am beginning to piose, and 
therefore shall change the subject — ^with only one remark, 
that your tone of mind reminds me moie than anything of 
my own when under the sense of gieat religious imperfec- 
tion, and anxiously pursuing after higher Ohiistian attam- 
ments 

I have read your letter again, and, at the nsk of further 
prosmg, I shall have anothei hit at its contents You talk 
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of renonncmg the law, and yon speak mystenous^y of hope 
springing up fiom another quaiter I pray that it may 
soon be turned mto enjoyment But I would not have you 
renounce the law unless you coolly think that this new view 
contams those fields of liappmess, fiom the want of which 
the piospeot of law has become so dieary Law has within 
it scope ample enough for any mind The leformation 
which it needs, and which with so much humour and f eehng 
you describe,^ is the very evidence of what I say Did 
Adam Smith find the commercial system less encumbeied 
(I know he did not find it more) , and see what order the 
mmd of one man has made there Such a reformation must 
be wrought m law, and the spmt of the age is manifestly 
bendmg that way I know none who, from his capacity of 
remembermg and digestmg facts, and of arrangmg them 
into general results, is so well fitted as yourself 

With regaid to my own affairs, I am becommg too much 
of a man of busmess, and too httle a man of contemplation 
I meet with few minds to excite me, many to dram me off, 
and, by the habits of dischargmg and receiving nothmg m 
return, I am run off to the very lees, as you may easily dis- 
cern I have a German master and a class m college I 
have seen neither for a week , such is the state of my engage- 
ments — engagements with I know not what , with preaching 
m St John’s once a week a hasty production, and employing 
the rest of the week in visitmg objects from which I can 
leain nothmg, unless I were collecting for a new series of 
Tales of my Landloid, which should range among Eadicals 
and smugglers 

Dr Chalmers, though a most entire ongmal by himself, 
IS surrounded with a very prosaical sort of persons, who 
please me somethmg by their zeal to carry into effect his 

‘ Carlyle’s letters to Irving are all unfortunately lost 
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pkilosophical schemes, and me much by their idolatry of 
him M} comforts are m hCiUmg the distresses of the 
people, and doing mj to ilk^ ute them They are not 
in the higher walks (I mean as to wealth) m which I am 
permitted to move, nor yet m the gicater publicity and 
notoiiety I en]oy E\ciy mxnisici m Glasgow is an oiacle 
to a certain class of de\otee8 I would not give one day 
m sohtude or m meditation with a fiiend as I have en- 
joyed it often along the sands of Kukcaldy for ages m this 
way . • • 

Yours most truly, 

EnwAiiD Irving 

It does not appear what the 'other quartei ’ may 
have been on which the piospect was brightening 
Carlyle was not more explicit to his mother, to whom 
he wrote at this time a letter unusually gentle and 
melancholy 

Thomas Carlyle to M^s GmlyU, 

Edinburgh March 29, 1S20 

To you, my dear mother, I know that I can never be 
sufficiently grateful, not only foi the common kindness of a 
mothei, but foi the unceasing watchfulness with which you 
strove to mstil virtuous principles into my young mind , and 
though we aie separated at present, and may be stiU more 
widely separated, I hope the lessons which you taught wiU 
never he effaced from my memory I cannot say how I have 
fallen mto this tram of thought, but the days of childhood 
arise with so many pleasmg recollections, and shme so 
brightly acioss the tempests and mquietudes of succeeding 
tunes, that I felt unable to resist the impulse 
You aheady know that I am pretty well as to health, and 
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also that I design to visit you again befoie many weeks 
elapse I cannot say that my prospects have got much 
brighter smce I left you , the aspect of the future is still 
as unsettled as it ever was , but some degree of patience is 
behind, and hope, the charmer, that ‘ springs eternal m the 
human breast,’ is yet here likewise I am not of a humour 
to care very much for good or evil fortune, so far as concerns 
myself , the thought that my somewhat uncertam condition 
gives you uneasiness chiefly grieves me Yet I would not 
have you despau of your r%be of a boy He will do some- 
thmg yet He is a shy stmgy soul, and very hkely has a 
higher notion of his parts than others have But, on the 
othei hand, he is not mcapable of dihgence He is harmless, 
and possesses the virtue of his country — ^thiift , so that, after 
all, thmgs will yet be nght in the end My love to all 

the little ones 

Your affectionate son, 

T Carlyle 

The University term ends early m Scotland The 
expenses of the six months which the students spend 
at college are paid for in many instances by the bodily 
labours of the other six The end of April sees them 
all dispersed, the class rooms closed, the pupils no 
longer obtainable, and the law studies being finally 
abandoned, Carlyle had nothing more to do at Edin- 
burgh, and migrated with the rest He was going 
home, he offered himself for a visit to Irving at 
Glasgow on the way, and the proposal was warmly 
accepted The Irving correspondence was not long 
continued; and I make the most of the letters of so 
remarkable a man which were written while he was still 
himself, before his intellect was clouded* 



86 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


EdAJoard Imng to Thomas Carlyle 

84 Kent Street, Glasgow April 15, 1820 
My dear Carlyle, — ^Eiglit happy shall I be to have your 
company and conversation foi evei so short a tune, and the 
longer the better , and if you could contrive to make your 
visit so that the beginning of the week should be the time of 
youi departure, I could bear you company on your load a 
day’s journey I have just fimshed my sermon — Saturday 
at SIX o’clock — ^at which I have been sitting without inter- 
ruption since ten , but I resolved that you should have my 
letter to-monow, that nothing might prevent your promised 
visit, to which I hold you now altogether bound 
It IS very dangerous to speak one’s mind here about the 
state of the country I reckon, however, the Radicals have 
m a manner expatriated themselves fiom the poktical co- 
opeiation of the better classes , and at the same tune, I 
beheve there was sympathy enough in the middle and well- 
informed people to have earned a mehoration of our pohtical 
evils, had they taken time and legal measures I am very 
sorry foi the poor, they are losing their rehgion, theii 
domestic comfoit, them piide of independence, their every- 
thing , and if tuneous remedies come not soon, they will sink, 
I fear, into the degradation of the lush peasantry , and if 
that class goes down, then along with it sinks the morahty 
of every other class We are at a complete stand here , a 
sort of nuhtary glow has taken all lanks They can see the 
houses of the poor ransacked for arms without uttering the 
pool tribute of an mteijection of grief on the fallen great- 
ness of those who brought in our Reformation and our mvil 
hbeity, and they will hardly suffer one sympathismg word 
from anyone Dr Chalmers takes a safe course in all these 
difficulties The truth is, he does not side with any party 
He has a few pohtical nostrums so pecuhar that they serve to 
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detach his ideal mind both from Whigs and Tories and 
Radicals — ^that Britain would have been as flounshing and 
full of capital though there had been round the island a 
biazen waU a thousand cubits bgh , that the national debt 
does us neither good nor ill, amounting to nothing more oi 
less than a mortgage upon property, &c The Whigs dare 
not speak The philanthropists are so much taken up each 
with his own locahty as to take httle chaige of the general 
concern , and so the Tones have room to rage and talk big 
about armaments and pikes and battles They had London 
well fortified yesteiday by the Radicals, and so forth 

Now it wiU be hke the ummpnsomng of a bud to come 
and let me have free talk Not that I have anything to say 
in favour of Radicahsm, for it is the very destitution of 
philosophy and religion and pohtical economy , but that 
we may lose ourselves so dehghtfully in revenes upon the 
emendation of the State, to which, in fact, you and I can 
bring as httle help as we could have done agamst the late 
inundation of the Yaltois 

I hke the tone of your last letter , for, remember, I read 
your very tones and gestures, at this distance of place, 
through your letter, though it be not the most diaphanous 
of bodies I have no more fear of your final success than 
Noah had of the Deluge ceasing , and though the first dove 
returned, as you say you are to return to your father’s 
shelter, without even a leaf, yet the next time, beheve me, 
you shall letum with a leaf , and yet another time, and you 
shall take a flight who knows where ? But of this and other 
things I delay fuithei parley 

Yours affectionately, 

Bdwaeb Irving 


Carlyle went to Glasgow, spent several days there, 
and noted, according to his habit, the outward signs of 
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men and things He saw the Glasgow merchants in 
the Tontine, he observed them, fine, clean, opulent with 
their shining bald crowns and serene white heads, 
sanntenng about or reading their newspapers He 
criticised the dresses of the young ladies, for whom he 
had always an eye, remarking that with all their 
charms they had less taste in their adornments than 
were to be seen in Edinburgh drawing-rooms He 
saw Chalmers too, and heard him preach * Never 
preachei went so into one’s heart ’ Some private talk, 
too, there was with Chalmers, ‘the Doctor’ explaining 
to him ‘some new scheme for proving the truth of 
Christianity,’ ‘ all written in us already vn 8ympathet%c 
inh , Bible awakens it, and you can read ’ 

But the chief interest in the Glasgow visit lies less 
in itself than m what followed it — a conversation 
between two young, then unknown men, strolhng alone 
together over a Scotch moor, seemingly the most 
trifling of incidents, a mere feather floating before the 
wind, yet, like the feather, marking the direction of 
the invisible tendency of human thought Carlyle 
was to walk home to Ecclefechan. Irving had agreed 
to accompany him fifteen miles of his road, and then 
leave him and return They started early, and break- 
fasted on the way at the manse of a Mr French. 
Carlyle himself tells the rest ^ 

Dnimclog Moss is the next object that survives, and 
Irvmg and I sitting by ourselves under the silent bright 
skies among the ‘ peat hags ’ of Drumclog with a world all 
silent round us These peat hags are stiU pictuied m me , 

* BmtnmenceSf vol i p 177 
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brown bog all pitted and broken into heathy remnants and 
bare abrupt wide holes, foui or six feet deep, mostly dry at 
present , a flat wilderness of broken bog, of quagmire not to 
be trusted (probably wetter m old days then, and wet still at 
rainy seasons) Clearly a good place for Oameroman preach- 

ing, and dangerously difficult for Claverse and horse soldiery 
if ‘ the suflEermg remnant ’ had a few old muskets among them ^ 
Scott’s novels had given the Claverse skirmish here, which 
all Scotland knew of already, a double interest m those days 
I know not that we talked much of this , but we did of many 
thmgs, peihaps more confidentially than ever before , a col- 
loquy the sum of which is still mournfully beautiful to me 
though the details are gone I remember us sitting on the 
brow of a peat hag, the sun shinmg, our own voices the one 
sound Far, far away to the westward over our brown honaon, 
toweled up, white and visible at the many miles of distance, 
a high irregular pyramid ^ Ailsa Craig ’ we at once guessed, 
and thought of the seas and oceans over yonder But we did 
not long dwell on that — ^we seem to have seen no human 
creature, after French, to have had no bother and no need of 
human assistance or society, not even of refection, French’s 
breakfast perfectly sufficing us The talk had grown evei 
fnendher, more mterestmg At length the dechmng sun 
said plainly, you must part We sauntered slowly into the 
Glasgow Muirkirk highway Masons were bml^ng at a 
wayside cottage near by, or were packmg up on ceasing for 
the day We leant our backs to a dry stone fence, and 
lookmg into the western radiance continued in talk yet a 
while, loth both of us to go It was 3 ust here as the sun^was 
sinking, Irving actually drew from me by degrees, m the 
softest manner, the confession that I did not think as he of 
the Christian rehgion, and that it was vam for me to expect 
I ever could or should This, if this was so, he had pre- 
engaged to take well of me like an elder brother, if I 
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would be frank with him, and nght loyally he did so, and to 
the end of his life we needed no concealments on that head, 
which was really a step gamed 
The snn was abont settmg when we turned away each on 
his own path Irving would have a good space further to 
go than I, perhaps fifteen or seventeen miles, and would not 
be m Kent Street till towards midmght But he feared no 
amount of walking, enjoyed it lathei, as did I m those young 
years I felt sad, but affectionate and good, in my clean, 
utteily qmet httle iim at Muirkirk, which and my feehngs 
m it I stiU well remember An mnocent httle Glasgow 
youth (young bagman on his first journey, I supposed) had 
talked awhile with me m the otherwise solitary httle sittmg 
loom At paiting he shook hands, and with something of 
sonow in his tone said, ‘ Good night I shall not see you 
agaim* I was off next mommg by foui o’clock. 
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CHAPTER Vn 
AD 1820 MT 25 

N'orHiNG further has to be recoided of Carlyle s history 
for some months He remained quietly through the 
spring and summer at Mainhill, occupied chiefly in 
reading He was beginning his acquaintance with 
German literature, his friend Mr Swan, of Kiikcaldy, 
who had correspondents at Hamburg, providing him 
with books He was still wiitmg small articles, too, 
for * Brewster’s Encyclopjudia imsatisfactory woik, 
though better than none 

I was timorously aiming towards hterature (he says, 
perhaps in consequence of living’s uigency) I thought m 
audacious moments I might perhaps earn some trifle that 
way by honest labour, somehow to help my finance , but m 
that too I was painfully sceptical (talent and opportumty 
ahke doubtful, alike mcredible to me, poor downpressed 
soul), and in fact there came httle enough of pioduce or 
finance to me fiom that source, and for the first years abso- 
lutely none, m spite of my diligent and despeiate efforts, 
which are sad to me to thmk of even now Actt ladores 
Tes, but of such a futile, dismal, lonely, dim, and chaotic 
kmd, m a scene all ghastly chaos to me Sad, dun, ^ind 
ugly as the shore of Styx and Phlegethon, as a nightmare 
dieam become leal No more of that , it did not conquer 
me, or quite kill me, thank God ^ 

* Remtmscenoes, vol i p 143 
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August brought Irving to Annan for his summer 
holidays, which opened possibilities of companionship 
again Mainhill was but seven miles off, and the 
friends met and wandered together m the Mount 
Annan woods, Irving steadily cheering Carlyle with 
confident promises of ultimate success In September 
o^me an offer of a tutorship in a * statesman’s ’ ^ family, 
which Irving urged him to accept 

You h\e too much m an ideal woild (Irving said), and 
you aie hkely to be punished foi it by an unfitness foi piac- 
tical hfe It is not your fault but the misfortune of your 
circumstances, as it has been in a less degree of my own 
This situation will be more a remedy for that than if you 
were to go back to Edmbuigh Try your hand with the 
respectable ilhteiate men of middle life, as I am doing at 
present, and perhaps in their honesty and hearty kindness 
you may be taught to foiget, and peihaps to undervalue the 
splendours, and envies, and competitions of men of hterature 
I thmk you have witlim you the ability to rear the piUais of 
your ownimmortahty, and, what is more, of youi own happi- 
ness, fiom the basis of any level m life, and I would always 
have any man destined to influence the interests of men, to 
have lead these interests as they are disclosed in the mass of 
men, and not in the few who are lifted upon the enunence 
of life, and when theie too often foiget the man to ape the 
ruler or the monarch All that is valuable of the hterary 
caste you have m their wntmgs Theu conveisations, I am 
told, are full of jealousy and reserve, or, perhaps to cover 
that reserve, of trifling 

Irving’s judgment was perhaps at fault in this 

' ‘ Statesman,’ or small freeholder farming his o*vni land, common 
still in Cumberland, then spread over the noithern counties 
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advice Carlyle, proud, irritable and impatient as 
he was, could not have remained a week in such a 
household His ambition (downtrodden as he might 
call himself) was greater than he knew He may 
have felt like Halbert Grlendinning when the hope 
was held out to him of becoming the Abbot’s head 
keeper — *a body servant, and to a lazy piiest^’ At 
any rate the proposal came to nothing, and with the 
winter he was back once more at his lodgings in 
Edinburgh, determined to fight his way somehow, 
though in what direction he could not yet decide or 
see. 


Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle 

Edinboirgh December 5, 1820 

I Sit down With the gieatest pleasure to answer your 
most acceptable lettei The warm affection, the generous 

sympathy displayed in it go near the heart, and shed over 
me a meek and kindly dew of brotheily love more refreshmg 
than any but a wandeiing foJorn mortal can well imagine 
Some of yom expiessions affect me almost to weakness, I 
might say to pain, if I did not hope the course of events 
will change om feelings fiom anxiety to congratulation, fiom 
soothmg adveisity to adormng prosperity I marked your 
disconsolate look It has often since been painted in tne 
mind’s eye , but beheve me, my boy, these days will pass 
over We shall aU get to lights m good time, and long 
after, cheer many a winter evemng by lecaUing such pensive, 
but yet amiable and manly thoughts to our minds And m 
the meanwhile let me utterly sweep away tne vain feai of 
our forgetting one another Theie is less daiigei of this 
than of anything We Carlyles are a clannish people because 
we have all something origmal in oui tormation, and find 
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therefore less than common sympathy with others , so that 
we are constrained, as it were, to diaw to one another, and 
to seek that fiiendship in our own blood which we do not 
find so readily elsewhere Jack and I and you will respect 
one another to the end of our hves, because I piedict that 
our conduct will be woithy of respect, and we will love one 
another, because the feelings of our young days — ^feehngs 
impressed most deeply on the young heait — are all mtei- 
twined and umted by the tenderest yet strongest ties of our 
nature But mdependently of this your fear is vain Con- 
tmue to cultivate your abihties, and to behave steadily and 
quietly as you have done, and neither of the two literati^ are 
likely to find many persons moie qualified to appreciate their 
feehngs than the faimer their brother G-ieek words and 
Latin are fine thmgs, but they cannot hide the emptmess 
and lowness of many who employ them 
Brewster has pnnted my article He is a pushing man 
and speaks encouragingly to me Tait (the bookseller) is 
loud m his kind anticipations of the grand thmgs that are 
m store for me But m fact I do not lend much ear to 
those gentlemen I feel quite sick of this dnvelling state of 
painful idleness I am gomg to be patient no longer, but 
quittmg study or leavmg it in a secondary place I feel deter- 
mined^ as it were, to find somethmg stationary, some local 
habitation and some name for myself, ere it be long I shall 
turn and try aU thmgs, be dihgent, be assiduous m season 
and out of season to effect this prudent purpose , and if 
health stay with me I still trust I shall succeed At worst 
it is. but narrowing my views to suit my means I shall 
enter the wntmg life, the mercantile, the lecturmg, any life 
m short but that of country schoolmaster , and even that 
sad refuge from the storms of fate lather than stand here in 


* Hi 8 brother John and himself 



DEPRESSION 


Q5 

fngid impotence, the powers of my mind all festering and 
corroding each other m the miserable strife of inward will 
against outward necessity 

I lay out my heart before you, my boy, because it is 
solacmg foi me to do so , but I would not have you think 
me depressed Bad health does mdeed depress and under- 
mine one more than all other calamities put together , but 
with care, which I have the best of aU leasons for takmg, 
I know this will m time get out of danger Steady then, 
steady ^ as the drill-seigeants say Let us be steady unto 
the end In due tune we shall reap if we faint not Long 
may you contmue to ohensh the manly feehngs which you 
express m conclusion They lead to lespectabihty at least 
from the world, and, what is far better, to sunshine withm 
which nothing can destioy or echpse 

In the same packet Carlyle encloses a letter to his 
mother 

I know well and feel deeply that you entertam the most 
sohcitous anxiety about my temporal, and still more about 
my eternal welfaie , as to the former of which, I have still 
hopes that all your tenderness will yet be repaid , and as to 
the lattei, though it becomes not the human worm to boast 
I would fain persuade you not to entertam so many doubts 
Your character and mine are far more similar than you 
imagine , and our opimons too, though clothed m different 
gaibs, are, I well know, still analogous at bottom I respect 
your rehgious sentiments and honour you for feehng t^^m 
more than if you were the highest woman m the woild 
without them Be easy, I entreat you, on my account , the 
world will use me better than before , and if it should not, 
let us hope to meet in that upper country, when the vain 
fever of life is gone by, m the country where all daakness 
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shall be light, and where the exercise of our affections will 
not be thwarted by the mfiimities of human nature any 
more Brewster will give me articles enough Meanwhile 
my hvmg hexe is not to cost me anything, at least f oi a season 
moie or less I have two hours of teaching, which both gives 
me a call to walk and bimgs in four guineas a month. 

Again, a few weeks later — 

Tliomaa Oarlyle to Mrs Carlyle 

January 30, 1821 

My employment, you aie aware, is still very fluctuating 
and uncei tarn, but this I trust will impiove I am advancing, 
I think, though leisurely, and at last I feel no insuperable 
doubts (at least when healthy) of getting honest bread, which 
IS all I want For as to fame and all that, I see it already 
to be nothmg better than a meteor, a will-o’-the-wisp which 
leads one on thiough quagmires and pitfalls to catch an 
object which, when we have caught it, turns out to be 
nothmg I am happy to think in the meantime that you 
do not feel uneasy about my futuie destmy Piovidence, as 
you obseive, will oidei it bettei oi worse, and with His 
awaid, so nothmg mean or wicked he before me, I shall 
study to rest satisfied 

It IS a stiikmg thmg, and an alarimng to those who are 
at ease in the woild, to think how many hvmg beings that 
had breath and hope withm them when I left Ecclefechan 
are now numbered with the clods of the vaUey » Surely 
there is somethmg obstmately stupid m the heart of man, 
or the flight of thieescore years, and the poor joys or pooler 
cares of this our pilgrimage would never move as they do 
Why do we fiet and murmur, and toil, and consume ourselves 
for objects so transient and fraol ? Is it that the soul hvmg 



OCCUPATION IN EDINBURGH 


97 


"^leie as in her prison-house stiives aftei something boundless 
hke herself, and finding it nowhere still lenews the scaich 7 
Surely we are fearfully and wonderfully made But I must 
not pursue these speculations, though they force themselves 
upon us sometimes even without our asking 

To his family Carlyle made the best of his situation ; 
and indeed, so far as outward circumstances were 
concerned, there was no special cause for anxiety His 
farmhouse training had made him indififerent to 
luxuries, and he was earning as much money as he 
required It was not here that the pinch lay , it was 
in the still uncompleted * temptations m the wilder- 
ness,’ in the mental uncertainties which gave him 
neither peace or respite He had no friend in Edin- 
burgh with whom he could exchange thoughts, and 
no society to amuse or distiact him And those who 
knew his condition best, the faithful Irving especially, 
became seriously alarmed foi him So keenly Irving 
felt the dangei, that in December he even incited 
Carlyle to give up Edinburgh and be his own guest for 
an indefimte time at Grlasgow 

You make me too pioud of myself (he wrote) when you 
connect me so much with youi happiness Would that I 
could contiibute to it as I most fondly wish, and one of the 
richest and most poweiful minds I know should not now be 
strugg lin g with obscurity and a thousand obstacles And 
yet if I had the power I do not see by what means I should 
cause it to be known , your mind, unfortunately for its pie- 
sent peace, has taken m so wide a range of study as to be 
almost incapable of piofessional tiammels, and it has 
nounshed so uncommon and so unyieldmg a character, as 
von i* 
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first unfits yon foi, and then disgusts you with, any accom- 
modations which for so cultivated and so fertile a mmd 
would easily piocuie favoui and pationage The lace which 
you have lun these last >eais pains me even to think upon 
it, and if it should be continued a httle longei, I pray God 
to give you stieng-th to endiiie it We calculate upon 
seeing you at Chiistmas, and till then you can think of 
what I now piopose— that mstead of wearymg youiself with 
endless vexations which aie moie than you can bear, you 
will consent to spend not a few weeks, but a few months, heie 
undei my loof, wheie enjoying at least wholesome conveisa- 
tion and the sight of real fiiends, you may undertake some 
liteiaiy employment which may present you m a fairei aspect 
to the pubhc than any you have hitherto taken before them 
Now I know it IS quite Scottish for you to refuse this upon 
the score of troubhig me but trouble to me it is none , and 
if it were a thousand times more, would I not esteem it well 
bestowed upon you and most highly rewarded by youi com- 
pany and conveisation ^ I should esteem it an honour that 
yom first sally in aims went forth from my habitation 

Well might Carlyle cherish Irving’s memory 
Never had he or any man a truer-hearted, more 
generous friend The offer could not be accepted 
Carlyle was determined before all things to earn his 
own bread, and he would not abandon his pupil work 
Christmas he did spend at Glasgow, but he was soon 
back again He was corresponding now with London 
bcoksellers, offering a complete translation of Schiller 
for one thing, to which the answer had been an abrupt 
No Captain Basil Hall, on the other hand, having 
heard of Carlyle, tried to attach him to himself, as a 
sort of scientific companion on easy terms — CarJyle 
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to do obseivations whicli Captain Hall was to send to 
the Admiralty as his own, and to have in return the 
advantage of philosophical society, cfec, to which his 
answei had m like mannei been negative His letters 
show him still suffering fiom mental fever, though 
with glimpses of purer light 

Thomas Cailyle to John Cailyle 

Edmbiirgli March 9, 1821 

It IS a shame and misery to me at this age to be ghdins 
about m strenuous idleness, with no hand in the game of hfe 
wheie I have yet so much to wm, no outlet for the icsfcless 
faculties winch are thus up m mutiny and slaymg one 
another for lack of fair enemies I must do or die then, as 
the song goes Edmbuigh, with aU its diawbacks, is the 
only scene for me In the countiy I am hke an ahen, a 
stranger and pilgrim from a far-distant land I must 
endeavour most sternly, for this state of things cannot last, 
and if health do but revisit me as I know she wiU, it shall 
eie long give place to a bettei If I grow seriously ill, 
mdeed, it wiU be diffeient , but when once the weather is 
settled and dry, exeicise and care will lestore me completely 
I am consideiably dealer than I was, and I should have been 
stiU more so had not this afternoon been wet, and so pie- 
vented me from bieathing the air of Arthur’s Seat, a moun- 
tam close beside us, wheie the atmosphere is pure as a 
diamond, and the prospect giandei than any you ever saw 
The blue majestic eveilasting ocean, with the Fife 
sweUmg gradually mto the Grampians behmd , rough crags 
and rude precipices at our feet (where not a hillock lears its 
head unsung), with Edmbuigh at their base clustermg 
proudly ovei her rugged foundations, and coveimg with a 
vapoury mantle the jagged black venerable masses of stone- 

7—2 
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work that stretch far and wide and showhke a city of Fauy- 
land I saw it aU la^b evening when the sun was going 
down, and the moon’s fine crescent, hke a pietty silver crea- 
ture as it is, was iidmg quietly above me Such a sight 
does one good But I am leading you astiay after my 
fantasies when I should be mditing plam prose 

The gloomy period of Carlyle’s life — a period on 
which he said that he ever looked back with a kind of 
horror — ^was drawing to its close, this letter among 
other symptoms showing that the natural strength of 
his intellect was asserting itself Better prospects were 
opening , more regular literary employment , an offer, 
if he chose to accept it, from his friend Mr Swan, of a 
tutorship at least more satisfactory than the Yorkshire 
one His mother’s affection was more precious to him, 
however simply expiessed, than any other form of earthly 
consolation 


Mrs Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

MainhiU March 21, 1821 

Son Tom — received your kind and pleasant letter No- 
thmg IS more satisfying to me than to heai of your welfare 
Keep up your heart, my brave boy You ask kmdly after 
my health I complain as httle as possible When the day 
IS cheerier, it has a great effect on me But upon the whole 
I am as weU as I can expect, thank Grod I have sent a 
httle butter and a few cakes with a box to bring home your 
clothes Send them all home that I may wash and sort 
them once more Oh, man, could I but write I I’U tell ye 
a’ when we meet, but I must m the meantime content my- 
self Do send me a long letter , it revives me greatly and 
tell me honestly if you read your chapter e’en and mom, lad 
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Yon mmd I hod if not yonr hand, I hod your foot of it 
Tell me if there is anything yon want in particular I must 
mn to pack the box, so I am 

Youi affectionate mother, 

Margaret Carlyle 

Irving was still anxious To him Carlyle laid him- 
self bare in all his shifting moods, now complaining, 
now railing at himself for want of manliness Irving 
soothed him as he could, always a\oiding pieachment 

I see (he wrote)^ yon have much to bear, and peihaps it 
may be a time befoie yon clear yoniself of that sickness of 
the heart which aflOiicts you , but strongly I feel assured it 
will not mastei yon, that you will nse strongly above it and 
reach the place your genius destines you to Most falsely 
do you judge yourself when you seek such degiadmg simih- 
tudes to repiesent what you call your ‘ whimng ’ And I 
piay you may not again talk of youi distresses in so desperate, 
and to me ^agreeable, manner My dear Sir, is it to be 
doubted that you are suffering grievously the urant of spuitual 
commumon, the bread and water of the soul and why, 
then, do you, as it were, mock at your calamity or treat it 
jestmgly ? I declare this is a soie offence You altogether 
mistake at least my feelmg if you think I feel anything but 
the kmdest sympathy m your case, m which sympathy I am 
sure there is nothing degrading, either to you or to me 
Else were I degraded every time I visit a sick bed in endea- 
vouring to draw forth the case of a sufferer from his own 
hps that I may if possible administer some spuitual consola- 
tion But oh ^ I would be angry, or rather I should have a 
shudder of unnatural feelmg, if the sick man were to make 
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a mockeiy to me of his case 01 to dende himself foi making 
it known to any physician of body or mind Excuse my 
fieedom, Carlyle I do this in justification of my own state 
of mmd towards your distress I feel for your condition as 
a brother would feel, and to see you silent about it were the 
greatest access of painful emotion which you could cause me 
I hope soon to look back with you ovei this scene of trials 
as the soldier does over a haid campaign, or the restored 
captives do over theu days of impiisonment 

Again, on the receipt of some bettei account of his 
fiiend’s condition, Irving wrote on April 26 — 

I am beginmng to see the dawn of that day when you 
shall be plucked by the hteraiy world fiom my solitaiy, and 
theiefore more clear, admiiation , and when from almost a 
monopoly I shall have nothing but a mere shied of your 
praise They will unearth you, and for youi sake I will 
rejoice, though for my own I may regret But I shall 
always have the pleasant supeiiority that I was your friend 
and admirer, through good and thiough bad report, to con- 
tinue, so I hope, unto the end Yet our honest Demosthenes,^ 
or shall I call him Chrysostom (Boanerges would fit him 
bettei), seems to have caught some ghmpse of your mner 
man, though he had few opportumties , for he nevei ceases 
to be inquiring after you You will soon shift your quarters, 
though for the present I thmk youi motto should be, ‘ Better 
a wee bush than na bield ’ If you aie going to reveit to 
teaching agam, which I heartily deprecate, I know nothing 
better than Swan’s conception, although success m it depends 
mainly upon offset and address, and the studying of humours, 
which, though it be a good enough way of its kmd, is not 
the way to which I think you should yet condescend 


^Dr Chalmers 
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Friends and family might console and advise, but 
Carlyle himself could alone conquei the spiiitual 
maladies which were the real cause of his disti action 
In June of this year 1821 ms transacted what m 
^ Sartor Eesaitus ’ he describes as his ^ conversion,’ or 
^ new birth,’ when he * authentically took the Devil by 
the nose,’ when he began to achieve the convictions, 
positive and negative, by which the whole of his later 
life was governed 

Nothing in ‘ Sartoi Re'sai’tns ’ (he says) is fact , symboh- 
cal myth all, except that of the incident in the Eue St 
Thomas de I’Enfei, which occuired qmte hteially to myself 
in Leith Walk, during three weeks of total sleeplessness, in 
which almost my one solace was that of a daily bathe on the 
sards between Leith and Portobello Incident vas as I went 
down , coming up I generally felt refieshed foi the hour I 
remember it well, and could go stiaight to about the place 

As the incident is thus authenticated, I may boirow 
the words in which it is described, opening, as it does, 
a window into Carlyle’s inmost heait 

Shut out from hope in a deeper sense than we yet dream 
of (for as the piofessor wanders weaiisomely through this 
woild, he has lost aU tidings of anothei and a higher), full 
of rehgion, or at least of rehgiosity, as our fiiend has since 
exhibited himself, he hides not that m those days he was 
totally urehgious ‘Doubt had daikcned into unbelief,’ 
says he ‘ shade after shade goes giimlj ovei your soul, till 
you have the fixed starless Tartaiean black ’ To such 
readeis as have reflected (what can be called icflecting) on 
man’s life, and happily discoveied, m contiadiction to much 



104 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


profit and less philosophy, that soul is not synonymous with 
stomach, who understand, therefore, m our friend’s words, 
‘that foi man’s well-being faith is properly the one thing 
needful, how with it martyrs, otheiwise weak, can cheerfully 
endure the shame and the cross, and without it worldlings 
puke up their sick existence by suicide in the midst of 
luxury , ’ to such it will be clear that for a pure moral nature 
the loss of his rehgious behef was the loss of everything 
Unhappy young man » All wounds, the crush of long-con- 
tinued destitution, the stab of false friendship and of false 
love, aU wounds in thy so gemal heart, would have healed 
again, had not its hfe-warmth been withdrawn WeU might 
he exclaim m his wild way ‘ Is there no G-od then ? but, at 
best, an absentee God sitting idle evei since the first Sabbath, 
at the outside of his univeise, and seemg it go ? Has the 
word “ duty ” no meaning ? Is what we call Duty no divine 
messenger and guide, but a false earthly fantasm, made up 
of desire and fear, of emanations fiom the gallows and Dr 
Graham’s celestial bed ? Happiness of an approving con- 
science I Did not Paul of Tarsus, whom admiring men have 
smce named saint, feel that was the chief of sinners , and 
Nero of Rome, jocund m spirit, spend much of his time in 
fiddhng ? Foohsh woidmongei and motive grinder, who m 
thy logic mill hast an earthly mechamsm foi the godhke 
itself, and wouldst fain grind me out virtue fiom the husks 
of pleasure I tell thee Nay I To the unregeneiate Pro- 
metheus Tinctus of a man, it is ever the bitteiest aggrava- 
tion of his wretchedness that he is conscious of virtue, that 
he feels himself the victim not of suffering only, bat of in- 
justice What then ? Is the heroic inspiration we name 
Virtue but some passion, some bubble of the blood bubbhng 
m the direction others piofit by I know not , only this I 
know If what thou namest Happiness is our tiue aim, 
then axe we all astray With stupidity and sound digestion 
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man may front much But what in these dull mumagmative 
days are the teirors of conscience to the diseases of the liver ^ 
Kot on morahty but on cookeiy let us build our stronghold 
Then brandishing our frying-pan as censer, let us offer sweet 
incense to the Devil, and hve at ease on the fat things he 
has provided for his elect ^ ’ 

Thus has the bewildered wanderer to stand, as so many 
have done, shouting question after question into the Sibyl- 
cave of destiny, and receive no answer but an echo No 
pillar of cloud by day and no pillar of file by mght any 
longei guides the pilgiim To such length has the spirit of 
inquiry earned him ‘ But what boots it ’ cries he , ‘ it is 
but the common lot in this era Not having come to spun*' 
tual majority prioi to the ‘ Siecle de Louis Quinze,’ and not 
being bom purely a loghead, thou hadst no other outlook 
The whole woild is like thee sold to unbehef Their old 
temples of the godhead, which for long have not been ram- 
proof, crumble down , and men ask now, where is the god- 
head , our eyes never saw him ’ 

Pitiful enough were it for all these wild utterances to 
call our Diogenes wicked Unprofitable servants as we all 
are, perhaps at no era of his life was he moie decisively the 
servant of goodness, the seivant of God, than even now when 
doubtmg God’s existence ‘ One cncumstance I note,’ says 
he , ‘ after all the nameless woe that Inquiry, which for me, 
what it IS not always, was genuine love of truth, had wiought 
me, I nevertheless still loved Tiuth, and would bate no jot 
of my allegiance to her ’ ‘ Tmth I ’ I ciied, ‘ though the 
heavens crush me for following her no Falsehood I though 
a whole celestial Lubbeiland were the puce of apostasy ’ In 
conduct it was the same Had a divine messeiigei fiom the 
clouds, ox miraculous handwriting on the wall, convincingly 
proclaimed to me This thou shalt do, with what passionate 
readiness, as I often thought, would I have done it, had it 
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been leaping into the infernal fire Thus m spite of all 
motue giinders and mechanical profit and loss philosophies, 
with the sick ophthalmia and hallucination they had hi ought 
on, was the infimte natiiie of duty still dimly piesent to me 
living without God in the woild, of God’s hght I was not 
ntteily beieft If my as yet sealed eyes with their unspeak- 
able longmg could nowhere see Him, nevertheless in my 
heart he was piesent, and his Heaven-wiitten law still stood 
legible and sacied there ’ 

Meanwhile, under aU these tiibulations and temporal 
and spuitual destitutions, what must the wandeier in his 
silent soul have endured ^ 

The pamfuHest feeling (writes he), is that of youi own 
feebleness , even as the English Milton says, ^ to be weak is 
the true miseiy ’ And yet of youi strength there is and can 
be no clear feeling, save by what you have prospeied m, by 
what you have done Between vague wavering capabihty 
and fixed indubitable peifoimance, what a diffeienoe I A 
ceitam maiticulate self-consciousness dwells dimly m us, 
which only our works can render articulate and decisively 
disceimble Our woiks are the minor wherein the spuit 
first sees its natural hneaments Hence, too, the folly of 
that impossible precept. Know thyself^ till it be translated 
into this partially possible one, Know what thou canst 
work at 

But foi me, so strangely unprosperous had I been, the 
net lesult of my woikiiigs amounted as yet simply to— 
nothing How, then, could 1 beheve in my strength when 
there was as yet no mirror to see it m ? Ever did this agi- 
tating, yet, as I now pieceive, quite frivolous question remain 
to me insoluble Hast thou a certam faculty, a ceitam 
worth, such as even the most have not , or art thou the 
completest dullard of these modem tunes ^ Alas, the fearful 
unbehef is unbehef m youiself , and how could I beheve ? 



Mental crisis 


IO> 

Had not my fiist last faith in when even to me the 

Heavens seemed laid open, and I dated to love, neen all too 
ciueliy behed The speculative mysteij- of Me grew ever 
more mysterious to me neithei m the practical mvstery 
had I made the slightest progiess, but been eveiywhere 
buffeted, foiled, and contemptuously cast out A feeble umt 
in the middle of a thieuteiung infimtude, I seemed to have 
nothing given me but e}es whereby to discern my own 
wretchedness IiiMsiblc yet impenetrable waDs, as of en- 
chantment, divided me fiom ill hvmg No^v when I looked 
back it was a stiange isolation I then lived in The men 
and women loiind me, even speaking with me, we^e but 
figuies , I had piactically foi gotten that they veie ah\e, 
that they weie not meielv automatic In the midst of their 
crowded streets and assemblages, I walked solitaiv, and (ex- 
cept as it was my own heait, not anothei’s, that I kept de- 
vouring), savage also as the tigei m his jungle Some 
comfort it would h \\ e been could I, hke Faust, have fancied 
myself tempted and tormented of the devil , foi a hell as I 
imagine, without Me, though only diabolic life, were moie 
flightful but m oui age of dovnpuUing and disbelief, the 
veiy de’^il has been pulled down, you cannot so much as 
beheve m a devil To me the umveise was all \ oid of life, 
of puipose, of volition, even of hostihty it was one nuge, 
dead, immeasuiable steam-engine, lolhng on m its dead 
mdifference, to giind me hmb from hmb Oh, the vast, 
gloomy, solitaiy Golgotha and mill of death ^ Why was the 
li\mg banished tliithei companionless, conscious ^ Why, if 
theie IS no devil, nay, unless the devil is yom god ^ 

Fiom suicide a cei tain aftei shine (Nachschem) of Chiistianity 
withheld me, peihaps also a ceitain indolence of cliaiacter , 
foi was not that a lemedy I had at any time within leach ^ 
Often, however, there was a question present to me should 
someone now at the tuimng of that coiner blow thee sud- 
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denly out of space into the other world oi other no-world by 
pistol-shot, how were it ^ 

So had it lasted, as in bitter piotiacted death-agony 
through long years The heart within me, unvisited by any 
heavenly dewdrop, was smouldering m sulphurous slow- 
consuming fire Almost since earhest memory I had shed 
no tear , or once only when I, murmurmg half audibly, 
recited Faust’s death-song, that wild ^ Sehg der, den ei nn 
Siegesglanze findet,’ Happy, whom he finds in battle’s splen- 
dour, and thought that of this last friend even I was not 
forsaken, that destmy itself could not doom me not to die 
Having no hope, neither had I any definite fear, were it of man 
or devil , nay I often felt as if it might be solacmg could 
bhe arch-devil himself, though in Tartaiean terrors, but rise 
to me, that I might tell him a httle of my mind And yet, 
strangely enough, I hved in a continual mdefimte pinmg 
fear , tiemulous, pusillanimous apprehension of I knew not 
what It seemed as if all thmgs in the heavens above and 
the earth beneath would hurt me , as the heavens and 
the earth were but boundless jaws of a devouiing monster, 
wherem I palpitating waited to be devouied 
Full of such humour was I one sultry dogday after much 
peiambulation toilmg along the dirty httle Rue St Thomas 
de I’Enfer m a close atmosphere and over pavements hot as 
Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace , wheieby doubtless my spirits were 
httle cheered , when all at once there rose a thought m me, 
and I asked myself ‘ What art thou afraid of ^ wheiefoie, 
like a cowaid, dost thou for evei pip and whimper, and go 
cowermg and tiemblmg ? Despicable biped ! what is the sum 
total of the worst that hes befoie thee ^ Death ? Well, death , 
and say the pangs of Tophet too, and all that the devil and man 
may, will, or can do agamst thee I Hast thou not a heart ^ 
canst thou not suffei whatsoever it be , and as a child of 
freedom, though outcast, trample Tophet itself under thy feet, 



THE EVERLASTING NO 


109 


while it consumes thee ? Let it come, then, and I will meet 
it and defy it ’ And as I so thought, there rushed hke a 
stream of fire over my whole soul, and I shook base fear away 
from me for ever I was strong , of unknown strength , a 
spint , almost a god Ever from that tune, the temper of 
my misery was changed , not fear or whming sonow was it, 
but mdignation and grim fire-eyed defiance 
Thus had the eveilastmg No (‘ das ewige Nein ’) pealed 
authoritatively through all the recesses of my being, of my 
Mb , and then it was that my whole Me stood up m native 
God-created majesty, and with emphasis recorded its protest 
Such a protest, the most important transaction m my life, 
may that same mdignation and defiance, in a psychological 
pomt of view, be fitly called The everlastmg No had said 
Behold, thou art fatherless, outcast, and the umverse is 
none (the devil’s) , to which my whole Mb now made an- 
swer • 1 am not thine but free, and for ever hate thee 
It IS from this hour I mchne to date my spiritual new 
birth , perhaps I directly thereupon began to be a man ^ 


* Sartor p 116, et mq 
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CHAPTEE VIII 
AD 1821 MT 26 

CjRAiaENPUTTOOK, craig, or whinstone hill of the put- 
tocks/ IS a high moorland farm on the watershed 
between Dumfriesshire and Gralloway, sixteen miles 
from the town of Dumfries The manor house, solid 
and gaunt, and built to stand foi centuries, lies on a 
slope protected by a plantation of pines, and surrounded 
by a few acres of reclaimed grass land — a green island 
in the midst of heathery hills, sheep-walks, and un- 
dramed peat-bogs A sterner spot is haidly to be 
found in Scotland Here for many generations had 
resided a family of Welshes, holding the rank of small 
gentry The eldest son boie always the same name — 
John Welsh had succeeded John Welsh as far back as 
tradition could record, the earliest John of whom 
authentic memory remained being the famous Welsh, 
the minister of Ayr, who married the daughter of John 
Kjiox This lady it was who, when her husband was 
banished, and when she was told by King James that 
he might return to Scotland if he would acknowledge 
the authority of bishops, raised her apron and said, 
* Please your Majesty Pd rather kep his head there’ 

* Small hawks, so named still m G-alloway, and once throughout 
England 

Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest, 

But may imagine how the bird was dead.’ 
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The king asked her who she was ‘ Knox and Welsh/ 
he exclaimed, when she told him her paientage, ‘ Knox 
and Welsh ^ The devil ne\er made such a match as 
that’ ‘It’s right like, sir,’ said she, ‘for we never 
speered his advice ’ 

A family with such an ancestry naturally showed 
remaikable qualities ‘Several blackguards among 
them, but not one blockhead that I ever heard of,’ 
was the account of her kmsfolk given to Jane Welsh ^ 
by her grandfather 

In the rebellion of 1745 the laird of Craigenputtock 
had been among the sympathisers, though he escaped 
committing himself Some of his friends who had 
been more deeply implicated, had taken sheltei with 
him when they weie inquiied for after Culloden 
Infoimers betrayed then hiding-place, and a party of 
dragoons were sent up from Dumfiies to arrest them 
The alarm was given , before the dragoons arrived the 
objects of their pmsmt were away across the hiUs in 
Galloway ‘ Such and such men with you, aren’t they ^ ’ 
said the officer to the laird, as he rode to the door 
‘ Truly they were three hours ago,’ the laud answered, 
‘and they were rebels, say you^ Fie, the villains^ 
had I but known ^ But come, let us chase immediately 
Once across the Orr yonder, and the swamps ’ (which 
looked gieen enough from the house), ‘you will find 
firm road, and will soon catch the dogs’ Welsh 
mounted, and volunteeied to gmde, guided the 
dragoons into a spot where he and his pony, who knew 
the road, could pass, and the heavy dragoon |}^orses sank 


* Afterwards Mrs Carlyle 
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to their giiths. Having provided them with work 
which would last tiU dark, he professed profound 
regrets, rode off, and left them 

The son of this laird died young, leaving a widow at 
Craigenputtock with a single child, another John, who 
was bom m 1757 The mother, desiring to give the 
boy a better education than was to be had on the 
moors, sent him down to a tutor in Nithsdale There 
he fell m love with a Miss Hunter, daughter of a 
neighbouring grazier, and married her, he being 
seventeen and the lady a year younger They returned 
to the Craig together, and produced one after the other 
fourteen children The large family brought expenses 
The mcome was small The laird drifted into difficul- 
ties, sold part of the Craigenputtock property, and 
being unable to make a living out of the rest, left it 
and took a farm by the riverside in Nith valley, above 
Dumfries Here he was fairly successful, as indeed he 
deserved to be. 

A vahant sensible man (says Carlyle), sohdly devout, 
truth’s own self m what he said and did , had digmty of 
manners too, in fact a really biave, sincere, and honouiable 
soul, reveient of talent, honesty, and sound sense beyond 
all thmgs , was silently lespected and honestly esteemed in 
the district where he hved 

* ISTot however without a gnn here and there,* for he 
had his peculiarities He was a tall man himself, he 
had a fixed notion that size of body and size of mind 
went together, and he would never admit a new friend 
till he had measured him This old John Welsh (or 
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Penfillan, as he was called fiom the name of his faim) 
did not die till 1823, outliving his distinguished son 
who was the father of CaiHle’s ’Rife 

This nest John Welsh was the eldest of the fourteen 
He was bom at Ciaigenputtock in 1776, and spent his 
childish yeais there Scotch boys learn eaily to take 
care of themselves He was sent to Edinburgh Uni- 
versity when a meie lad to study medicine While 
attending the classes he drew attention to himself by 
his intelligence, and was taken as an apprentice by the 
then celebrated Di Benjamin Bell Dr Bell saw his 
extiaoidinary merit, and in 1796, when he \jas but 
twenty, lecommended him for a coiiimission as legi- 
mental suigeon to the Perthshire Fencibles This post 
he held foi two years, and afterwaids, in 1798, he suc- 
ceeded either by purchase or otherwise to the local 
practice of the town and neighbourhood of Haddington 
His reputation rose rapidly, and along with it he made 
a rapid fortune To help his brotheis and sisters he 
purchased Ciaigenputtock fiom his father, without 
waiting till it came to him by inheiitance He paid 
off the encumbiances, and he intended eventually to 
retire thither when he should give up business 

In 1800 Di Welsh married, the wife whom he chose 
being a Welsh also, though of another family entirely 
unrelated to his own She, too, if tradition might be 
trusted, came of famous blood John Welsh was de- 
scended from Knox Grace 01 Gnzzie Welsh traced 
her pedigree thiough her mother, who was a Baillie, to 
Wallace Her father was a well-to-do stock farmer, 
then hving at Caplegill on Moffat Water Walter 
Welsh (this was his name), when his daughter left him 
von n 6 
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to go to Haddington, moved himself into Nithsdale, 
and took a faim then known as Tem’lpland, neai Pen- 
fillan Thus Jane Welsh’s two giandfathers, old Walter 
and old John, Welshes both of them, though connected 
only thiough their children’s marriage, became close 
neighbouis and fiiends Walter of Templand lived to 
a great age, and Carlyle after his marriage knew him 
well He took to Carlyle, indeed, from the first, having 
but two faults to find with him, that he smoked 
tobacco, and would not dunk whisky punch, not that 
old Walter drank to excess himself, or at all cared for 
drinking, but he thought that total abstinence in a 
young man was a sign of conceit or affectation 

He was a man (Oailyle writes)^ of much singulaiity and 
mteUect too, a nuciocosm of old Scottish life as it had been 
Hot, impatient tempei, bieaking out into flashes of hglifc- 
mng if you touched him the wiong way , out they weie 
flashes only, nevei bolts Pace uncommonly fine, serious 
yet laughmg eyes as if invitmg you in, bushy eyebiows 
picturesquely shaggy, abundant grey haii, beard impeifectly 
shaved, featmes massive yet soft, honesty, quick ingenmty, 
kmdhness and fiank manhood as the geneial expiossion, a 
most simple man of stunted utterance, buiied with his ri’s, 
had a chewmg kind of way with his woids which rapid oi 
few were not extremely distinct till you attended a httle, 
and then aided by the face they were distinct and memoi- 
dble Olevei things Walter never said oi attempted to say, 
nor wise things eithei in any shape beyond that of smceiely 
accepted commonplace , but he well knew when such were 
said by others, and had a blight dimphng chuckle — smudge 
of laughter the Scotch call it, one of the prettiest words and 

* Reminiscemes, vol ii (abridged) 
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ditto things, and on the whole hated no kind of talk hnt the 
unwise kind He was seiious, pensive, not mournful 01 sad 
in those old times He had the prettiest laugh that I can 
remember, not the loudest My own fatliei’s still laiei 
laugh was loudei fai, though not peihaps moie complete 
But his was all of aitillery thundei--/ 6 W ch pie fiom all 
guns as the mam element , while in Walter theie was 
audible something as of infinite flutes and harps, as if the 
vanquished themsehes weie imited 01 compelled to paitake 
of the triumph ‘ Eadiant evei young Apollo,’ Ac Ac of 
Teufelsdiockh’s laugh is a remmiscence of that He had 
an immense fund of aiticulate gaiety in Ins composition, a 
tiuly fine sense of the iidiculous , excellent sense in a man, 
especially if he ne\er cultivate it 01 be conscious of it, as 
was Waltei’s case It must have been fiom him that my 
Jane deiived that beautiful hght humour, nevei going into 
folly, yet full of tacit files which spontaneously lUummated 
all her best hours Thanks to Walter ^ she was hke 
him m this respect My fathei’s laugh is mainly mine a 
glimmer and mferioi kind Of my mothei’s beautifully 
spoitive vein (which was a third kmd, also hereditaiy I am 
told) I seem to have mherAed less, though not nothing either, 
nay, peihaps at bottom not even less, had my Lfe chanced to 
be easier and joyfuUer ‘Sense of the ridiculous’ — ^woith 
calling such — 1 e biotherly sympathy with the downward 
side, IS veiy indispensable to a man Hebrews have it not, 
hardly any Jew creatme — ^not even a blackguard Heme to any 
real length, hence vaiious misquahties of theirs, peihaps 
most of then qualities too which have become histoiical This 
IS an old remaik of mine, though not yet written anywheie 

The beautiful Miss Baillie, Waltei’s wife, who came 
of Wallace, died early Their son, called also John 
(the many John Welshes may cause some confusion 

8-^2 
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m this biography unless the reader can remember the 
distinctions), went into business at Liverpool, and was 
prospering as a merchant there, when a partner who was 
to have been his brother-in-law proved dishonest, ran 
off with all the property that he could lay hands on, 
and left John Welsh to bankruptcy and a debt of 
12,000i The creditors were lenient, knowing how the 
catastrophe had been biought about John Welsh 
exerted himself, remade his fortune, and after eight 
years invited them all to dinner, where each found 
under his cover a cheque for the full amount of his 
claim He was still living at Liverpool long after Car- 
lyle settled in London with his niece, and will be heard 
of often m her correspondence 

His sister Grace, or Grizzie, was the wife of Dr 
Welsh at Haddington In appearance she was like her 
mother, tall, aquihne, and commanding 

She had a goodish, well-tendmg mtellect (says Carlyle), 
with something of leal dioUery m it, which her daughter 
inherited Tour mother, my dear, I once said, has nanowly 
missed bemg a woman of gemus But she was sensitive, 
fanciful, capricious Old PenfiUan, who was on a visit at 
Haddmgton once after his son’s maniage, leported that he 
had seen her one evemng in fifteen different humouis She 
was not easy to hve with for one wiser than herself, though 
veiy easy for one more foohsh, especially if a touch of 
hypocrisy and perfect admiration was supeiadded The 
mamed life at Haddington was loyal and happy, but because 
the husband took the command and knew how to keep it , 
he had much loved his wife, but none could less love what of 
foUies she had She was unusually beautiful, but strangely 
sad. Eyes bnght as if with many tears behmd them 
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Dr Welsli himself did not live to know Carlyle 
He died in 18 19, while still only forty-three, of a fever 
caught from a patient, thiee years before Carlyle’s 
acquaintance with the family began His daughter 
was so passionately attached to him, that she rarely 
mentioned his name even to hei husband Fiom 
others, however, Carlyle gathered a geneial account 
of his character 

Dr Welsh’s success (he writes)^ appeals to have been 
BWift and constant, till befoie long the whole spheie or 
section of hfe he was placed m had m all senses, pecuniaiy 
and other, become his own, and theie lemamed nothing 
more to conquer m it only veiy much to letam by the 
methods that had acquired it, and to be extremely thankful 
foi as an allotment m this woild a truly superioi man 
accoiding to all the evidence I fiom all quarters have — a 
veiy vahant man Edwaid living once called him in my 
heaimg He was of noble and distmguished piesence, tali, 
highly graceful, self-possessed, spontaneously dignified, so 
that people, if he enteied a theatre or the like, asked Who 
IS it ^ black hail, blight hazel eyes, blight, hvely, steadily 
expressive features His medical sagacity was reckoned at 
a higher and higher late, medical and othei honesty as well , 
for it was by no means as a wise physician only, but as 
an honourable, exact, and quietly-dignified man, punctual, 
faithful m all pomts, that he was esteemed over the county 
It was three yeais after his death when I first came mto the 
cucle which had been his, and no^heie have I met with a 
posthumous reputation that seemed to be more unanimous 
or higher among all lanks of men The brave man himself 
I never saw, but my poor Jeanme m her best moments 

* Remim&cences, vol u p 114 



Ii6 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

in this biogiaphy unless the reader can remember the 
distinctions), went into business at Eiverpool, and was 
prospering as a merchant there, when a partner who was 
to have been his brother-in-law proved dishonest, ran 
off with all the propeity that he could lay hands on, 
and left John Welsh to bankruptcy and a debt of 
12,000J The creditors were lenient, knowing how the 
catastiophe had been brought about John Welsh 
exerted himself, remade his fortune, and after eight 
years invited them all to dinner, where each found 
under his cover a cheque for the full amount of his 
claim He was still living at Liverpool long after Car- 
lyle settled in London with his niece, and will be heard 
of often in her correspondence 

His sister G-race, or Grizzie, was the wife of Dr. 
Welsh at Haddington In appearance she was like her 
mother, tall, aquiline, and commanding 

She had a goodish, well-tendmg mtellect (says Carlyle), 
with something of leal dioUery m it, which her daughter 
inherited Tour mother, my dear, I once said, has nanowly 
missed bemg a woman of gemus But she was sensitive, 
fanciful, capricious Old PenfiUan, who was on a visit at 
Haddmgton once after his son’s marriage, reported that he 
had seen her one evening in fifteen different humoms She 
was not easy to hve with for one wiser than herself, though 
very easy foi one more foohsh, especially if a touch of 
hjpocnsy and perfect admiration was superadded The 
married life at Haddington was loyal and happy, but because 
the husband took the command and knew how to keep it , 
he had much loved his wife, but none could less love what of 
foUies she had She was unusually beautiful, but strangely 
sad. Eyes bright as if with many tears behmd them 
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Dr. Welsh himself did not live to know Carlyle. 
He died in 1819, while still only forty-three, of a fever 
caught from a patient, three yeais before Carlyle’s 
acquaintance with the family began His daughter 
was so passionately attached to him, that she raiely 
mentioned his name even to her husband Fiom 
others, however, Carlyle gathered a general account 
of his character 

Dr Welsh’s success (he writes)^ appears to have been 
swift and constant, till before long the whole spheie 01 
section of life he was placed m had m all senses, pecunuiy 
and other, become his own, and theie lemamed nothing 
more to conquer m it only veiy much to letam by the 
methods that had acquued it, and to be extiemely thankful 
foi as an allotment m this woild a truly superior man 
accoidmg to aU the evidence I fiom all quarters have — ^a 
very vahant man Edwaid living once called him m my 
heaimg He was of noble and distmguished presence, tali, 
highly graceful, self-possessed, spontaneously dignified, so 
that people, if he entered a theatre or the like, asked Who 
IS it ^ black hau, blight hazel eyes, bright, hvely, steadily 
expressive features His medical sagacity was reckoned at 
a Ingher and higher late, medical and other honesty as w^eil , 
for it was by no means as a wise physician only, but as 
an honourable, exact, and quietly-dignified man, punctual, 
faithful m all pomts, that he was esteemed over the county 
It was three years after his death when I first came mto the 
cucle which had been his, and nowhere have I met with a 
posthumous reputation that seemed to be moie unanimous 
or higher among all ranks of men The brave man himself 
I never saw , but my pool Jeanme m her best moments 
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often said to me about this or that, ‘ Yes, he TPould have 
done it so ’ ’ * Ah, he would have liked you I ’ as her highest 
praise Punctuality, Irving described as a thing he much 
insisted on Gravely mflexible wlierevei light was concerned, 
and very mdependent wheie mere lank attempted to avail 
upon him One anecdote I always remember Eidmg along 
one day on his multifaiious busmess, he noticed a poor 
wounded partridge flutteimg and stiugghng about, wmg or 
leg, or both, broken by some spoitsman’s lead He abghted 
m his haste, gathered up the pool partridge, looped it 
gently m his handkerchief, brought it home, and by careful 
sphnt and salve and othei treatment had it soon on wmg and 
sent it forth healed This m so grave and practical a man 
had always m it a fine expressiveness to me 

Such was the genealogy of the young lady to 
whom Carlyle was now about to be introduced by 
Irvmg, and who was aftei wards to be his wife 
Tradition traced her lineage to Knox and Wallace 
Authentic history connected her with parents and 
kindred of singular, original, and strikingly superior 
quahty Jane Eaillie Welsh was an only child, and 
was bom in 1801 In her earliest years she showed 
that she was a girl of no common quality She had 
black hair, large black eyes shimng with soft mockery, 
pale complexion, broad forehead, nose not regularly 
formed, but mocking also hke the eyes, figure shght, 
airy, and perfectly graceful She was called beautiful, 
and beautiful she was even to the end of her hfe, 
if a face be beautiful which to look at is to admire 
But beauty was only the second thought which her 
appearance suggested , the first was intellectual 
vivacity. Precious as she was to parents who had 
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no other child, she was brought up with exceptional 
care Strict obedience m essentials was the rule of 
the Haddington household But the stories of hex 
young days show that there was no harsh interference 
with her natural playfulness Occasional visits were 
allowed to Templand, to hei grandfather Walter, who 
was especially fond of her In that house she was 
called Pen (short foi Penfillan) to distinguish hei from 
a second Jane Welsh of the other family On one of 
these occasions, when she was six years old, her 
grandfather took her out for a nde on a quiet little 
pony When they had gone as fai as was desirable, 
Walter burring his rr’s and intoning his vowels as 
usual said, ‘Now we will go back by so and so, to 
vaheo y the bhane ’ ‘ Where did you nde to, Pen ^ ’ 
the company asked at dinner ‘ We rode to so and 
then to so,’ answered she punctually, ‘and then fiom 
so returned by so to vahery the shane^ at which, says 
Carlyle, the old man burst mto his cheeiiest laugh at 
the mimicry of tiny little Pen 

She was a collected httle lady, with a fine readi- 
ness m difficulties The Welshes were the leading 
family at Haddmgton, and were pi eminent in the 
social entertainments there When she was about 
the same age there was to be a children’s ball at the 
dancing-school 

Of this (Carlyle wntes)^ I often heard m the damtiest 
style, how the evenmg was so great, ah the highei pubhc, 
especially the maternal and paternal sections of it, there 
tio see their children dance and Jeannie Welsh, then about 
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SIX, had been selected to perform some pas-seul, beautiful and 
difficult, the jewel of the evening, and was privately anxious 
m her little heart to do it well how she was diessed to pei- 
fection with elegance, with simphcity, and at the due hour 
was earned over m a clothes-basket (streets bemg muddy 
and no caiiiage), and landed safe, pietty silks and pumps 
unmjured Thiough the ball eveiythmg went well and 
smoothly, nothing to be noted till the pas-seul came My 
httle woman, with a look that I can still fancy, appealed 
upon the scene, stood waitmg for the music Music began, 
but, alas I it was the wrong music Impossible to dance that 
pas-seul to it She shook her httle head, looked or made 
some sign of distress , music ceased, took counsel, sciaped, 
began again again wrong hopelessly, the pas-seul flatly 
impossible Beautiful httle Jane alone against the woild, 
forsaken by the music, but not by her piesence of mind, 
plucked up hei httle skirt, flung it over hei head, and, 
curtseymg in that veiled manner, withdrew from the adven- 
ture, amidst general applause 

She learned rapidly the usual young lady’s accom- 
phshments — music, drawing, modem languages , and 
she had an appetite for knowledge not easily to be 
satisfied A girl’s education was not enough She 
demanded ®to learn Latin like a boy’ Her mother 
was against it Hei father, who thought well of her 
talents, inclined to let hei have her way The ques- 
tion was settled at last in a characteristic fashion by 
herself She found some lad in Haddington who 
introduced her to the mysteiies of nouns of the first 
declension Having mastered her lesson, one night 
when she was thought to be in bed, she had hidden 
heiself under the drawmg-ioom table When an 
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opporttinity offered, tlie small voice was heard from 
below the cover, Penna^ a pen , penricB, of a pen,’ 
&c &c She crept out amidst the general amuse- 
ment, ran to her father, and said, want to learn 
Latin , please let me be a boy ’ 

Haddington school was a furlong’s distance from her 
father’s house Boys and girls were taught together 
there , and to this accordingly she was sent 

Thithei daily at an eaily hour (recoids Carlyle agam) 
might be seen my httle Jeanme tripping nimbly and daintily 
along, satchel m hand, diessed by her mothei, who had a 
great talent that way, m tasteful simplicity, neat bit of 
pehsse (hght blue sometimes), fastened with black belt, 
damty httle cap, peihaps hke beaveikm, with flap turned 
up, and I thmk once at least with modest httle plume in it 
Fill that figure with electric mtellect, love, and gene- 
rous vivacity of all kmds, wheie in natuie will you find 
aprettiei ^ At home was opulence without waste, elegance, 
good sense, silent, practical affection, and manly wisdom 
Fiom thieshold to roof tiee no paltimess oi unveiacity ad- 
mitted into it I often told hei how veiy beautiful hei 
childhood was to me , so authentic looking withal m hei 
chaimingly naive and humoiousway of telling, and that she 
must have been the prettiest httle Jenny Spinnei ^ that was 
dancmg on the summei lays m hei tune 

A fiery temper theie was m her too Boys and girls 
were kept foi the most part in separate rooms at the 
school, but arithmetic and algebra, in which she was 
especially proficient, they learnt together, — or perhaps 
she m her zeal for knowledge was made an exception 

* Scotch name for a long-winged, long-legged, extremely bright and 
airy insect — T 0 
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The boys were generally devoted to her, but differences 
rose now and then A lad one day was impertinent 
She doubled her little fist, struck him on the nose, and 
made it bleed Fighting in school was punished by 
flogging The master came in at the instant, saw the 
marks of the fray and asked who was the delinquent 
All were silent No one would betray a giil The 
master threatened to tawse the whole school, and being 
a man of his word would have done it, when the small 
Jeannie looked up and said, * Please it was I ’ The 
master tried to look grave, failed entirely, and burst 
out laughing He told her she was ‘ a httle deevil,’ 
and had no business there, and bade her * go her ways * 
to the girls’ room 

Soon after this there was a change in the school 
management Edward Irving, then fresh from college 
honours, came as master, and along with the school, 
was trusted with the private education of Jane Welsh 
Dr Welsh had recognised his fine qualities, and took 
him into the intimacy of his household, where he was 
treated as an elder son He watched over the little 
lady’s studies, took her out with him on bright nights 
to show her the stars and teach her the movements of 
them Irving was then a young man, and his pupil 
was a child A few years were to make a difference 
She worked with feverish eagerness, getting up at five 
in the morning and busy with her books at aU hours 
She was soon dvjx in mathematics Her tutor intro- 
duced her to ' Virgd ’ and the effect of * Virgil ’ and of 
her other Latin studies was ‘ to change her religion and 
make her into a sort of Pagan ’ In one of her old note- 
books I find an allusion to this 
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It IS stnctly trae (she says), and it was not my religion 
alone that these stridies influenced, but my whole bemg was 
imbued with them Would I prevent myself from domg a 
selfish or cowardly thing, I didn’t say to myself, ‘You 
mustn’t, or if you do you will go to hell hereafter , ’ noi yet, 

‘ If you do you will be whipt here , ’ but I said to myself 
simply and grandly, ‘A Eoman would not have done it,’ 
and that sufficed undei oidinaiy temptations Agam, when 
I had done something heroic — ^when, foi instance, I had 
caught a gander which hissed at me by the neck and flung 
him to the right about, it was not a good child that I 
thought myseK, for whom the half-crown bestowed on me 
was fit reward — ^m my own mind I had deserved well of the 
Eepubhc, and aspired to a ‘ civic crown ’ But the classical 
woild m which I hved and moved was best indicated in the 
tragedy of my doU It had been intimated to me by one 
whose wishes were law, that a young lady m ‘ Virgil ’ should 
foi consistency’s sake diop hei doll So the doll bemg 
judged, must be made an end of , and I, ‘ domg what I 
would with my own,’ like the Duke of Newcastle, quickly 
decided how She should end as Dido ended, that doll I 
as the doll of a young lady m ‘ Yiigd’ should end ^ With 
her dresses, which were many and sumptuous, her four- 
posted bed, a faggot or two of cedar allumettes, a few sticks 
of cinnamon, a few cloves and a — ^nutmeg ^ I non ignara 
futun constructed her funeial pyre — sub auras^ of course , 
and the new Dido, havmg placed herself m the bed, with 
help, spoke through my hps the last sad woids of Dido the 
first, which I had then aU by heait as pat as A B 0, and 
have now forgotten all but two hues — 


Vixi et quem dederat cursum fortuna peregi, 
Et nunc znagna mei sub terras ibit imago 
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And haK a line more — 

Sic, SIC 3uvat ire sub umbras. 

The doll havmg thus spoken, palMa morte futurd, kindled 
the pile and stabbed herself with a penknife by way of 
Tynan sword Then, howevei, in the moment of seeing my 
poor doll blaze up — ^for being stuffed with bian she took 
fire and was all over m no time — m that supreme moment 
my affection for hei blazed up also, and I shiieked and 
would have saved her and could not, and went on shrieking 
till everybody within hearmg flew to me, and boie me off in 
a plunge of tears — ^an epitome of most of one’s ‘heroic 
sacrifices’ it strikes me, magnanimously lesolved on, osten- 
tatiously gone about, repented of at the last moment, and 
bewailed with an outcry Thus was my mner woild at that 
period thiee-fouiths old Eoman and one-fouith old Fairy 

In the same notebook there is a long story of her 
first child love, told with the same giace, which need 
not be extiacted here When she was fourteen she 
wrote a tragedy, rather inflated, but extraordinary for 
her age She never repeated the experiment, but for 
many years she contmued to write poetry She had 
inherited from her mother the gift of verse-making 
Mrs Welsh’s lyncs were soft, sweet, passionate, musical, 
and nothing besides Her daughter had less sweetness, 
but touched intellectual chords which her mother never 
reached 

The person * whose wishes were law,’ and whose 
suggestion occasioned the sacrifice of the doll, if it was 
not Irvmg, was probably her father. 

Of him (says her friend Miss Jewsbury) she always 
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spoke mth reverence He was the only peison who had any 
real influence ovet her However wilful she might be, 
obedience to hei parents unquestioning and absolute lay at 
the foundation of her hfe She used to say that this habit 
was her salvation, and that she owed to it all that was of 
value in her chaiacter She always spoke of any praise hei 
fathei gave her as a precious possession She loved him 
passionately, and nevei spoke of him except to friends whom 
she valued It was the highest token of hei regard when 
she told anyone about her father 

She lost him, as has been said, at an age when she 
most needed his guiding hand Had Dr Welsh hved, 
her life would have been happier, whether more useful 
it IS unprofitable to conjecture The patient from whom 
he caught the fever which killed him was at some 
distance from Haddington She being then eighteen 
had accompanied him in the carnage in this his last 
drive, and it was for ever memorable to her Carlyle 
wntes^ — 

The usually tacit man, tacit especially about his bright 
daughter’s gifts and ments, took to talking with her that 
day m a style quite new, told her she was a good girl, 
capable of bemg useful and piecious to him, and to the 
circle she would hve m , that she must summon her utmost 
judgment and seiiousness to choose her path and be what he 
expected of her , that he did not think he had ever seen the 
hfe paitnei that would be worthy of her , in short, that he 
expected her to be wise as well as good-lookmg and good — 
all this m a tone and manner which filled her poor httle 
heart with surprise and a kmd of sacied joy conung from the 
man she of all men revered Often she told me about this, 

* Bemtntscenoest vol 11 p 98 
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for it was her last talk with him , on the morrow, perhaps 
that evening, certainly withm a day oi two, he caught fiom 
some pool old woman patient a typhus fever, which undei 
injudicious tieatment lalled him in three or four days, and 
diowned the world foi her in the veiy blackness of daikness 
In effect it was her fiist sorrow, and her gieatest of all It 
broke hei health permanently, and in a sense almost bioke 
hei heart A father so loved and mourned I have nevei seen 
To the end of her hfe, his title even to me was ^ He ’ and 
‘ Him ’ Not above twice or thnce, quite m latei years, did 
she ever mention, and then m what a sweet tone — ^my father 

Dr Welsh’s illness being of so deadly a kind, he 
gave orders that she should not be allowed to enter his 
room Persons who were in the house at the time have 
said that Miss Welsh’s agitation was convulsive in its 
violence * I will see him,’ she cried * I will see my 
father ’ She forced her way to his bedside He sent 
her out, and she lay all night on the staiis outside the 
door, refusing to be moved Dr Welsh’s end was 
hastened on, perhaps caused, by the unskilfulness of 
his brothel, a medical man like himself, who bled him 
too profusely The first letter of Jane Welsh which 
has been preserved, is one which she wrote a fortnight 
later to her Penfillan grandmother, her father’s mother 
She had spoken laughingly of her paganism , hei nature 
at the bottom was of a seiiousness too deep foi words, 
and hei real character only showed itself when she was 
pa'ssionately moved 

To Mrs Welsh^ Penfillan 

Haddmgtoix Octobers, 1819 

My deal Grandmothei, — I cannot allow my uncle to return 
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to joTi Without writing to assure you that the example 
of lesignation to the’^vdl of God which you have given has 
not been totally lost upon us It has been a gieat consola 
tion to me undei this dieadful trial to see my pool mothei 
suppoit it so well Fiom the very delicate state of lici 
health for some time past, from the great fatigue she undei- 
went duiing my deal fathei’s illness, and above all from the 
acuteness of her feelmgs on the most oidinary occasions, 
I had httle reason to expect so much foititude I will ever 
be grateful to hei foi the exertion which she has made (I am 
convinced in a gieat measuie on my account), and still more 
giateful to Him who has enabled her to make them 
This has mdeed been an unexpected and overwhelming 
blow My fathei’s death was a calamity I almost never 
thought of If on any occasion the idea did present itself 
to me, it was immediately repelled as being too dieadful to 
be reahsed for many many years, and too painful to occupy 
any piesent place m my thoughts Until this misfortune 
fell upon me I nevei knew what it was to be leaUy uniiappy 
The greatest eiior and misfortune of my life hitherto has been 
not bemg sufficiently grateful foi the happiness I enjoyed 
You, my dear grandmothei, have had many tnals , but 
if I mistake not, you wiU stiU remember the bitterness of 
the first abo^ e all others , you will scill be able to recall the 
feeling of disappomtment and despair which you experienced 
when calamity awoke you fiom youi dieam of secuiity, and 
dispelled the mfatuation which led you to expect that you 
alone were to be exempted fiom this world’s misery But 
you are good, and I am judging of your feelings by my own , 
when young as I am peihaps you weie not as I was, thought- 
less and unprepared for the chastisement of the Divine 
Power The ways of the Almighty are mysteiious , but in 
this mstance, though He has left thousands in the world 
whose existence is a buiden to themselves and to those 
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around them, though He has cut off one who was the gloi7 
of his family, a most useful membei of Society, one who was 
lespected and beloved by all who knew him, and though He 
has afflicted those who we thought deseived to be happy, yet 
His intention appears to me cleai and mtelhgible Could 
the annihilation of a thousand useless and contemptible 
bemgs have sent such tenor and submission to the heaits of 
the survivois, as the sudden death of one whom then love 
would, if possible, have gifted with immortahty Oh, no I 
Hard it is, but we must acknowledge the wisdom of his 
sentence, even while we are suffering under it — ^we must 
kiss the rod even while we are writhing under the tortures 
which it inflicts 

We shall be m Dumfnesshire m a month or three weeks 
My mother will answer your kmd letter as soon as she feels 
able for it With kmd love to my grandfather and my 
aunts, and with every wish for your health, and the restoia- 
tion of your peace of mmd, 

I remam, my dear Grandmother, 

Youi very affectionate child, 

Jam Baillie Welsh 

After her father’s death, Miss Welsh continued with 
her mother at Haddington With the exception of 
some small annuity for his widow, Dr Welsh had left 
everything belonging to him to his daughter Craigen- 
puttock became hers , perhaps other money investments 
became hers , and though the property altogether was 
not large according to modem estimates of such things, 
it was sufficient as long as mother and child remained 
together to enable them to hve with comfort and even 
elegance Miss Welsh was now an heiress Her wit 
and beauty added to her distinctions, and she was 
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called the flower of Haddington Her hand became an 
object of speculation She had as many suitors as 
Penelope They were eligible, many of them, m point 
of worldly station Some afterwards distinguished 
themselves She amused herself with them, but 
listened favouiably to none, being protected perhaps 
by a secret attachment, which had grown up uncon- 
sciously between herself and her tutor There weie 
difl&culties m the way which prevented them from 
acknowledging to one another, or even to themselves, 
the condition of their feelings Edward Irving had 
been removed from Haddington to Kirkcaldy, where he 
had entered while Jane Welsh was still a child into a 
half-formed engagement with the daughter of the 
Kirkcaldy minister. Miss Isabella Mai tin In England 
young people often fancy themselves in love. They 
exchange vows which as they grow older are repented 
of, and are broken without harm to either party. In 
Scotland, perhaps as a remains of the ecclesiastical 
precontract which had legal validity, these connections 
had a more binding character. They could be dis- 
solved by mutual consent , but if the consent of both 
was wanting, there was a moral stain on the peison 
escaping from the bond Irving had long been con- 
scious that he had been too hasty, and was longing for 
lelease But theie was no encouragement on the side 
of the Martins Marriage was out of the question till 
he had made a position for himself, and he had 
allowed the matter to diift on, since immediate 
decision was unnecessary Jane Welsh meanwhile had 
grown into a woman Irving, who was a constant 
visitor at Haddington, discovered when he looked into 
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his heart that his real love was for his old pupil, and 
the feeling on her part was — the vTord is her own — 
* passionately ’ letumed The mischief was done before 
they became aware of their danger Irving’s situation 
being explained, Miss Welsh refused to listen to any 
language but that of friendship from him until Miss 
Martin had set him free Irving, too, was equally 
high principled, and was resolved to keep his word 
But there was an unexpressed hope on both sides that 
he would not be held to it, and on these dangerous 
terms Irving contmued to visit at Haddington, when he 
could be spared from his duties Miss Welsh was 
working eagerly at liteiature, with an ambition of 
becoming an authoress, and winning name and fame 
Unable or too much occupied himself to be of use to 
her, Irving thought of his friend Cailyle, who was 
living in obscurity and poverty at Edinburgh, as a fit 
person to assist and advise hei The acquaintance, he 
considered, would be mutually agreeable He obtained 
leave from Mrs Welsh to bring him over and introduce 
him The introduction was effected a little before 
Carlyle had ‘taken the Devil by the nose,’ as he 
describes in ‘Saitor Resartus,’ and peihaps the first 
visit to Haddington had contributed to bunging him off 
victorious from that ciitical encounter. 

In June, 1821 (says Carlyle, but it was rather m the last 
week of May), Edward Irving, who was visiting and le- 
cruiting about Edmbuigh, on one of his occasional holiday 
salhes from Glasgow, took me out to Haddington We 
walked cheeiily togethei, not always by the highway, but 
meandering at oui will pleasantly and multifaiiously talking, as 
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has been explained elsewhere,^ and about sunset of that same 
day I firat saw hei who was to be so important to me thence- 
foith , a led, dnshy evening, the sky hanging huge and 
high, but dim as \nth dust oi drought over Irving and me, 
as we waUced home to our lodgmg at the George Inn 

The visit lasted three or four days, and included Gilbert 
Bums and other figuies, besides the one fair figure most of 
aU important to me We were often m her mother’s house , 
sat talking with the two foi hours almost every evening 
The beauuful blight and earnest young lady was mtent on 
hteiatme as the highest aim in Me, and felt imprisoned m 
the dull element which yielded her no commeicem that kind, 
and would not even yield her books to lead I obtained 
permission to send at least books from Edmburgh Book 
parcels natuiaUy included bits of wntmg to and from, and 
thus an acquaintance and correspondence was begun which 
had hardly any mterruption, and no break at all while life 
lasted She was often m Edmburgh on visit with her mother 
to ‘ Uncle Eobert,’ m Northumberland Street, to ‘ old Mrs 
Biadfute, m George’s Square,’ and I had leave to call on 
these occasions, which I zealously enough, if not too zealously 
sometimes, m my awkwaid way took advantage of I was 
not her declared lover, noi could she admit me as such in my 
waste and uncertam posture of affairs and prospects , but ve 
were becoming thoroughly acquamted with each other , and 
her tacit, hidden, but to me visible friendship for me, was 
the happy island in my otherwise dreaiy, vacant, and forlorn 
existence m those years 

Eager as was the interest which Carlyle was taking in 
his new acquaintance, he did not allow it to affect the 
regulation of his life, or to drive him into the beaten 
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roads of tlie establislied professions on which, he could 
arrive at fortune* His zeal for mathematics had 
by this time cooled He had travelled, as he said, 
into more ‘pregnant inquiries’ Inquiry had led to 
doubt and doubt had enfeebled and dispirited him 
till he had grappled with it and conquered it Tradi- 
tionary interpretations of things having finally broken 
down with him, he was now searching for some 
answer which he could believe to the great central 
question, 'V\Tiat this world is, and what is man’s 
business in it ? Of classical literature he knew httle, 
and that little had not attracted him He was not 
living m ancient Grreece or Eome, but m modem 
Europe, modem Scotland, with the added experiences 
and discoveries of eighteen centuries, and light, if 
light there was, could be looked for only m the writers 
of his own era Enghsh literature was already widely 
familiar to him He had read every book in Irving’s 
library at Kirkcaldy, and his memory had the tenacity 
of steel He had studied Itahan and Spanish He 
had worked at D’Alembert and Diderot, Eousseau and 
Voltaire Still unsatisfied, he had now fastened 
himself upon German, and was devouring Schiller and 
Goethe Having abandoned the law, he was becoming 
conscious that literature must be the profession of his 
hfe He did not suppose that he had any special gift 
for it* He told me long after, when at the height of 
hiS fame, that he had perhaps less capability for htera- 
ture than for any other occupation But he was 
ambitious to use his time to honourable purpose 
He was impatient of the trodden ways which led only 
to money or to worldly fame, and literature was the 
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bingle avenue winch offered an opening into higher 
regions The fale of those who had gone befoie him 
was not encouraging ^The biographies of English 
men of letters/ he says somewhere, * are the wretchedest 
chapters in our history, except the Newgate Calendar ’ 
Grermany, however, and especially modem Germany, 
could furmsh brighter examples Schiller first took 
hold of him pure, innocent, consistent, clear as the 
sunlight, with a character m which calumny could 
detect neither spot nor stain The situation of Schiller 
was not unlike his own A youth of poverty, surrounded 
by obstructions, long difficulty m finding a road on 
which he could travel, bad health besides, and 
despondent fits, with which Carlyle himself was but 
too familiar Yet with all this Schiller had conquered 
adversity He had raised himself to the second, if not 
to the highest place, m the admiration of his country- 
men, and there was not a single act in his whole 
career which his biographer would regret to record 
Schiller had found his inherited beliefs break down 
under him, and had been left floating in uncertamties 
But he had formed moral convictions of his own, 
independent of creeds and churches, and had governed 
his thought and conduct nobly by them Nothing 
that he did required forgiveness, or even apology No 
line ever fell fiom his pen which he could have wished 
unwritten when life was closing round him Schiller’s 
was thus an inspiriting figure to a young man treHiu- 
lously launching himself on the same waters His 
work was high and serene, clear and healthy to the last 
fibre, noble thought and noble feehng rendered into 
words with true aitistic skill 
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Kfevertheless, the passionate questionings which were 
rising m Cailyles mind could find no answer which 
would satisfy him in Schiller’s piose or consolation in 
Schiller’s ljuics Schiller’s nature was direct and 
simple rather than piofound and many-sided Kant 
had spoken the last word in philosophy to him His 
emotions were generous, but seldom subtle or penetrat- 
ing He had never looked with a detej mined eye into 
the intellectual problems of humanity He worked as 
an aitist with composed vigour on subjects which suited 
his genius, and while his sentiments are lofty and his 
passion heaity and true, his speculative insight is 
limited Thus Schillei is gieat, but not the greatest; 
and those who have gone to him for help in the 
enigmas social and spiritual which distract modem 
Europe, have found generally that they must look else- 
where Fiom Schiller Carlyle had turned to Groethe, 
and Goethe had opened a new woild to him Schiller 
beheved in the principles for which Libeials had been 
fighting for thiee centuries To him the enemy of 
human warfaie was spiritual and political tyianny, and 
Don Carlos, William Tell, the revolt of the Nether- 
lands, or the Thirty Yeais’ War, were ready-made 
materials for his workshop He was no vulgar politician* 
He soared far above the commonplaces of popular 
orators and controversialists He was a poet, with a 
poet’s sympathies He could admire greatness of soul 
in a Duke of Friedland, he could feel for sufifering 
if the sufferei was a Mary Stuart But the broad 
articles of faith piofessed by the believers in hberal 
progress were Schiller’s also, and he never doubted their 
efficacy for man’s salvation* Goethe had no such beliefs 
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—no beliefs of any kind wliicli could be reduced to 
formulas If lie’ distrusted priests, he distrusted still 
more the Freiheit^s A'postel and the philosophic critics 
He had studied his age on all its sides He had shaied its 
misgivings , he had suffered from its diseases , he had 
measured its possibilities , he had severed himself from 
aU illusions, and held fast to nothing but what he 
could definitely recognise as truth In ^Werter,’ in 
^ Faust,’ in ^Prometheus,’ Cailyle found that another 
as well as he had experienced the same emotions with 
which he was himself so famihar In 'Wilhelm 
Meister,’ that menagerie of tame creatures, as Niebuhr 
called it, he saw a picture of society, accurate precisely 
because it was so tame, as it existed m middle-class 
European communities ; the ardent, well-disposed 
youth launched into the middle of it, beginning his 
apprenticeship in the false charms of the provincial 
theatre, and led at last into a recognition of the divine 
meaning of Christianity Goethe had trod the thorny 
path before Cailyle He had not rushed into atheism 
He had not sunk mto superstition He remained true 
to all that intellect could teach him, and after facing 
all the spiritual diagons he seemed to have risen 
victorious into an atmosphere of tranquil wisdom On 
finishing his first perusal of ' Meister,’ and walking out 
at midnight into the streets of Edinbuigh to think 
about it, Carlyle said to himself, ' with a very mixed 
feehng in other lespects, that here lay moie insight 
into the elements of human nature, and a moie poeti- 
cally perfect combining of them, than in all the other 
fictitious hterature of our generation ’ 

Having been chaiged by Irvmg with the direction of 
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Miss Welsh’s studies, he at once introduced her to his 
German friends Irving, of the nature of whose in- 
terest in her welfare Cailyle had no suspicion, was 
alarmed at what he had done His own religious con- 
victions were profound and sincere He had occasioned 
unexpected mischief already with his * Virgil ’ He had 
laboured afterwards with all his energies to lead his 
pupil to think about Christianity as he thought him- 
self, and when he heard of the books which she was set 
to read, he felt that he had been imprudent Two 
months after the introduction at Haddington he wrote 
to Carlyle to confess his uneasiness. 

Edward Irving to Thomas Ga'ilyle 

July 24 , 1821 

I did not follow your mjunctions of transmitting to our 
fair acquaintance my German giammar and dictionary, her 
own bemg as much to the purpose But I did not fail to 
instruct her to make all pi ogress through the pieliminaries 
to an easy perusal of the German poets I am not compe- 
tent to judge of their value towards the development of 
thought and character You aie — and therefore I should be 
silent But if they should tend to cut our young fiiend off 
from any of the wholesome inteicourse of those amongst 
whom she is oast without being able to laise hei to a better, 
I should be very soiry, as it seems to me she is already un- 
hmged from many of the enjoyments her condition might 
afford her She contemplates the infeiionty of others rather 
from the point of ridicule and contempt than from that of 
commiseration and rehef , and by so doing she not only 
leaves objects m distress and loses the luxury of doing good, 
but she contiacts m hei own mind a degree of coldness and 
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bitterness which snits ill with my conception of female 
character and a female’s station in society But I am speak- 
ing peihaps away from the truth The books may not be 
what they aie reported of At the same time I am daily 
becommg moie convinced that m all the hterature of our 
own which, it is said, holds of the German school, theie is 
something most poisonous to all that in this country has 
been named virtue, and still more to the distmctions of con- 
duct which rehgion makes It seems to me theie is a jumble 
or confusion of former distinctions as if they weie preparing 
foi some new ones They have the language of the highest 
puiity, even of the most sacred rehgion, in communion with 
the blackest ciimes , and the piesenco of the former is 
thought somehow or other to compensate for the lattei 
There is an attempt, too, I thmk, at two standards of moial 
judgment — one for the man of genius and hterature, the 
other for the vulgar But I dare say these are rather the 
extiavagances of mutators than the enois of the masters 

Another letter is to the same purpose, while it 
throws inteiesting light on Irving’s opinion of Carlyle 

There is too much of that furmture about the elegant 
diawmg-ioom of Jane Welsh I could hke to see her sur- 
rounded with a moie sober set of companions than Rousseau 
(youi fiiend), and Byron, and such like They will never 
make different characters than they were themselves, so 
deeply are they the prototypes of then own conceptions of 
character And I don’t thmk itwiU much mend the matter 
when you get her introduced to Yon Sclullei and Von Goethe 
and youi other nobles of Geiman hteiature I fear Jane 
has already dipped too deep into that spring already, so that 
unless some more sohd food be afforded I fear she will escape 
altogether out of the region of my sympathies and the sym- 
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pafchies of honest, home-bied men In these feelings I know 
you wiU 30m me , and m giving to her chaiacter a useful 
and elegant turn you 'will aid me as you have opportumty 

I have been analysing, as I could, the origin of my esteem 
and affection for you You are no moie a geneial favouiite 
than I am, and in the strong points of character we aie not 
ahke, nor yet alike in the turn of oui geneial thoughts , and 
we aie both too intrepid to seek in each other pity or conso- 
lation, and too mdependent to let anything simstei or selfish 
enter into our attacliments How comes it to pass then, 
that we have so much pleasant communion ^ I’ll teU you 
one thing High hterature is exiled from my sphere, and 
simple prmciple is very much exiled from yours Thus we 
feel a blank on both sides, which is supphed in some measure 
when we meet I’ll tell you anothei tlimg Severed fiom 
the oidmaiy stays of men, influence, place, fortune, each in 
his way has been obhged to hang his hopes upon something 
higher , and though we have not chosen the same thing, m 
both cases it is puie and unearthly, and next to his own the 
thing which the othei admires most I can easily see that 
in the progress of oui thoughts and chaiacters there will be 
ample loom foi toleration and chanty, which will foim the 
touchstone of our esteem 

Irving identified ‘principle’ with belief m the 
formulas of the Chmch, and theiefore supposed Cailyle 
to be without it He considered his friend no doubt 
to be playing with dangerous weapons, and hkely to 
injure others with them besides himself But Carlyle’s 
principles when applied to the common duties of life 
were as rigid as Irvmg’s He had been struck by his 
new acquamtanee at Haddington, but he was too wisa 
to indulge in dreams of a nearer relation — ^which their 
respective positions seemed to put out of the ques- 
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fcion — and he was too mnch in earnest to allow 
himself to be disturbed in the course of life which 
he had adopted, or forget the dearer friends at 
Mainhill to whom he was so passionately attached 
He had remained this summer in Edinburgh longer 
than usual, and he and Irving had meditated a small 
walking tour together at the end of it Irving, how- 
ever, was unable to take a holiday Carlyle went home 
alone, walking as he always did, and sending his bos 
by the earner. For him, as for so many of his student 
countrymen, coaches were rarely tasted luxuries 
They tramped over moor and road with their bundles 
on their shoulder, sleeping by the way at herdsmen’s 
cottages; and journeys which to the rich would be a 
delightful adventure, were not less pleasing to the 
sons of Scottish peasants because forced on them by 
honest poverty MainhiU had become again by this 
time the happiest of shelters to him, and between his 
family and himself the old clear affection and mutual 
trust had completely re-established themselves The 
passing cloud had risen only out of affectionate 
anxiety foi his eternal well-being Satisfied of the 
essential piety of his nature, his mother had been 
contented to believe that the dififeiences between 
herself and her son were differences of expiession 
merely, not of radical conviction His father was 
beginning to be proud of him, and was sensible enough 
to leave him to his own guidance Thiee quiet 
months were spent with his brothers and sisters while 
he was writmg articles for Brewster’s Encyclopsedia 
In November he wa« in Edinburgh again with im- 
pioving prospects 
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Tkiigs loot as if they would go smoothly with me this 
wintei (he wrote on November 17 to his father) I saw 
Brewster the other day, who received me kindly, and spread 
out his bank diaft for fifteen guineas hke a man He told 
me fuithei that a tian^lation was/<?r certain to be set about, 
and that I as certainly should have the fiist offer of it The 
woik is a French one, Legendre’s ‘ Elements of Geometiy,’ 
which Jack knows well and has in his possession It is a 
thing I can work at, if the ^ gea of life"* be in me at aU, and 
for that cause alone I purpose to accept it Theie is plenty 
of Encyclopedia work besides, and the worthy Review men 
seem to the full as desirous that I should write for them, as 
I am willing to wiite for anything m honour that will pay 
me weU That poor article which you saw ^ has done me 
some good I find already, and though I respect neither them 
nor their cause among the highest, I have thoughts of com- 
plying for a time Fiom the whole of this you will b^ happy 
to conclude that I am free of danger if I keep a sound body, 
which I shall surely do to a certain extent 

The first use which Cailyle made of his improved 
finance was to send his father a pair of spectacles, 
and his mother •a little sovereign to keep the fiend 
out of hei hussif.’ 

Ton wiU tell me I am poor (he said to her in a note which 
went with his present), and have so few myself of these 
coins , but I am going to have plenty by and by ; and if I 
had but one I cannot see how I could purchase more enjoy- 
ment with it than if I shared it with you Be not m want 
of anything, I entieat you, that I can possibly get for you* 

' Perhaps one of the short biographies which Carl;jle was writing for 
Brewster He never republished these sketches, which are little more 
than exercises 
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It would be haid indeed if m the antnmn of a life — ^the 
spiing and summer of which you have spent well m taking 
care of us — ^we should know what would add to your frugal 
enjoyments and not piocuie it ^ The stockmgs and 
othei thmgs you have sent me are of additional value m my 
eyes, as proofs of the unwearied care with which you contmue 
to watch over me I still hope to see the day when I may 
acknowledge all this more effectually I think you wanted a 
bonnet when I was at home Do not buy any till after the 
box leturns 

His father and mother were not Carlyle’s only 
thought His brother John was woiking hard at school, 
hoping that means might offer to enable him to attend 
the medical classes at Edinburgh Power rather than 
will was alone wanting for Carlyle to take the expense 
upon himself He was watching for an opportunity, 
and meanwhile he encouraged John to persevere with 
all his energy 

Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle. 

Edinbtirgh December 11, 1821 

I send many a thought southward to you , often m the 
mind’s eye you appear seated at your mahogany tippet with 
the vaiious accoutiements of a solitary student, labouring in 
seciet at the task which — ^feai it not, my boy — ^will yet be 
rewarded openly Few such quiet thmgs m nature have so 
much of the sublime m them as the spectacle of a poor but 
honouiable-mmded youth, with discouiagement all aiound 
him, but never-dying hope within his heart , forgmg, as it 
were, the armour with which he is destmed to lesist and 


* This last paragraph is from another letter 
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overcome the hydras of this woild, and conquer for himself 
m due time a habitation among the sunny fields of life 
Like every other virtue this effoit may almost be called its 
own reward, even though success should never ciown it 
How poor, how beggai pooi compaiedmththis, is the vulgar 
noting, punoh-dimkmg, oyster-eatmg existence often led by 
your borough proouiator oi embiyo piovost Tiuly, Jack, 
you have chosen the better pait, and as your brother I 
lejoice to see you peiseveie m it I peiused with deep 
mterest and pleasure your giaphic account of the style m 
which our father leceived the spectacles It is a cheap way 
of puichasmg pleasuie to make those that love us happy at 
so suGiaU an expense* 

Your affectionate biother, 

T Oablylis 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

A D 1822 MT 27 

An important change was now to take place in Carlyle’s 
circumstances, which not only raised him above the 
need of writing articles for biead or hunting after pupils, 
but enabled him to give his brother the hfb into the 
University m which he had so ardently desired to enter 
him It came about in this way, through the instru- 
mentahty of his constant fnend, Edward Irving 
living’s position at Glasgow, Cailyle says, was not an 
easy one Theological Scotland was jealous of origin- 
ahty, and living was always inclined to take a road of 
his own He said himself that ^frorn the Westland 
Whigs he had but toleration when praised it was with 
reservation, often with cold and unprofitable admonition ’ 
Even Chalmers sometimes, in retaihng the general 
opinion of him, ^ made him feel all black in his prospects ’ 
He was gi owing dispirited about himself, when, lust at 
that time, he received £in invitation to go to London on 
espenmental tnal The Caledonian Chapel in Hatton 
Garden was in need of a minister ^Certain Glasgow 
people,’ who thought more favouiably of Chalmers’s 
assistant than their neighboms thought, or than 
Chalmers himself, named him to the trustees, and 
Irving was sent for that his ‘ gifts ’ might be ascei tamed 
The gifts proved to be what London wanted He was 
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brilliantly successful. There was no jealousy of ongm^ 
ality in Hatton Garden, but ardent welcome rather to a 
man who had something new to tay on so worn a 
subject as the Christian religion 

I have preached (he repoited to Oarlyle after bhree weeks’ 
experience), but I shall nob repeat the compliments which 
burst upon me It is so new a thing to me to be praised 
m my pieachmg, I know nob how to look I have been 
hailed with the warmest reception They anticipate gieat 
things The Duke of Toik was present at a Chanty sermon 
Sunday week , and much more which it is needless to lepeab 
One thmg would have made your heart feel My audience 
was almost entirely young Scotchmen Uo fathers, no 
mothers, no sisters , seats full of youth — and how giave I 
how attentive I 

Kot the Duke of Tork only, but great persons of all 
kinds were brought to the Caledonian Chapel by the 
report of a new man of genius who really believed in 
Cliristianity It happened that among the rest there 
came Mrs Strachey, wife of a distinguished East Indian 
director, and her sister, Mrs Charles Duller Mr Duller 
was also a retired Anglo-Indian of eminence Mrs 
Strachey was devout and evangehcal, and had been led 
to Hatton Garden by genuine interest, Mrs Duller 
had accompamed her in languid curiosity, she was 
struck, like the rest of the world, by Irving’s evident 
ability, and she allowed herself to be afterwards intro- 
duced to him She had three sons — one the Charles 
Duller who won so brilliant a place for himself in Parlia- 
ment, and died as he was begmmng to show to what a 
height he might have risen , another, Arthur, the Sir 
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Arthur of coming years, an Indian judge , and a third, 
Eegmald, who bebame a clergyman Charles was then 
fifteen having just left Hairow, and was intended per- 
haps for Cambridge , Arthur was a year or two younger, 
and Eegmald was a child The Bullers were uncertain 
about the immediate education of the two elder boys 
Mrs Buller consulted Irving, and Irving recommended 
the University of Edmbmgh, adding that he had a 
friend of remarkable quahty there who would prove an 
excellent tutor for them Mrs Buller was prompt in 
her decisions, if not always stable in adhering to them 
A negotiation was opened and was readily concluded 
Carlyle’s consent having been obtained, he was instructed 
to expect the arrival of his pupils as soon as arrange- 
ments could be made for their board The family in- 
tended to follow, and reside themselves for a time in 
Scotland Those who remember Charles Buller wiU read 
with revived mterest Irving’s first impressions of him 

Edward Irving to Thomas Gai lyle 

London January 4, 1822 

My opinion is that in the mothei you wiU meet 
a most pleasant, elegant, and sensible woman In the eldest 
boy, whom I have conversed with, you will meet a lathei 
difficult subject clever and acute, and not ill-informed foi 
his age , but his tastes are all given to Boxiana, Bond Street, 
and pleasure, gathered out of the speculations and ambitions 
of Haiiow School But while he argued for that style* of 
hf e against his mother and me, he displayed a soul far above 
it, and sporting with it, and easily to be dislodged from it , 
and he confessed, when his mother was gone, that he could 
apply himself with gieat good will foi seveial yeais to study, 
•\OL I 10 
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and would delight to travel I told him and his mother that 
I should like myself to be his tutoi, and I spoke Iona fide, 
foi nothing I peiceive is wanting but a superior mind to give 
him higher tastes and to breed admiiation of excellence 
You could soon master him and easily direct him, though at 
the outset it might be a trial of your patience But I thmk 
you ought to submit to such a trial You would be no worse 
by it You laboui upon a good subject, foi a most accom- 
phshed, quite a galknt and noble woman, and gracious 
withal, and wiUing to recompense your labours 

The salary was to be 200Z. a year The offer, so 
desirable m many ways, came opportunely, and at 
Mainhill was warmly welcomed The times were 
hard , the farm was jjueldmg short returns For once 
it was Carlyle who was to raise the spirits of the 
family. 


Thomas Carlyle to James Carlyle 

Edinburgh January 12, 1822 

, As to the times, it is an evil which must be 
promptly and effectually met, and many will fail foi want of 
a remedy, peihaps nmety-nme hundredths of the British 
farmeis before you need fear greatly And if the issue prove 
unfortunate, what then? You can stand it better than 
many — ^many whom it would leave without lesomces The 
worst is over , we are all past childhood, and with so many 
brave sons to stand between you and danger, why should 
you he afraid ^ For myself, the eldest and least piofitable of 
them, I do sometimes think that Fate is about to hf t its heavy 
hand off me, and that I shall yet have it m my power to be 
useful to you all My health is considerably better than it 
was last winter It wiU return completely, I trust, and mj 
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hopes are iniSnitely more extensive and bettei founded than 
they were at that peiiod I have abundance of employment, 
and the expectation of moie, and more lucrative m process of 
time There is a place m paiticular about which Iivmg 
wrote to me the other day, that promises exceedingly well 
It IS a tutorship m a London family, who have two sons 
mtended to reside with their parents in Edmburgh till their 
education is completed The mothei, Iivmg says, is anj 
excellent peison , the sons hkely to be more troublesome 
but the yearly salary is 200Z , a lound sohd sum for which a^ 
man would submit to much Accoidmgly I have engaged to ' 
attend the youths when they ariive, which they are to do 
shortly, m quahty of ‘teacher in the mterim,’ for three 
months, tiU then paients aiiive, with the understanding 
that if I like them, and they me, I am to undeitake the 
office permanently 

To his mother Carlyle wrote at the same date — 

The woman, Iivmg says, is a gallant, accomplished 
person, and will lespect me well He warned hei that I had 
seen little of hfe, and was disposed to be lather high m the 
humour if not well used The place, if I like it and be fit 
foi it, wiU be advantageous toi me m many aspects I shall 
have tune foi study and convenience foi it, and plenty of 
cash At the same tune, as it is unceitaui, I do not make it 
my bowel anchoi by any means If it go to nothmg alto- 
gethei I shall snap my hngei and thumb m the face of all 
the Indian judges of the eaith, and letuin to my pooi desk 
and quill with as haid a lieait as ever 

John Carlyle replies from Mamhill — 

Wewereallglad to heal from you The200Z figures largely 
m the eyes of our father, but not so iaigely and exclusively, 

10—2 
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perhaps, as you would be supposed to think, considering all 
the beaimgs of his chaiacter He seems to entertain a veiy 
gieat deal moie of lespect towaids you of late than he was wont 
to cherish when you were strolling about the moors You 
can excuse him foi domg so He is one of the most wondei- 
ful persons m these paits, consideiing the mannei in which 
he was brought up 

The young Bullers arrived at Edinburgh early in the 
spring They lodged with a Dr Fleming in George 
Square, Carlyle being m daily attendance. 

From the first (he says), I found my Charles a most 
manageable, mtelhgent, cheery, and altogether welcome and 
agreeable phenomenon — quite a bit of sunshine m my 
dieary Edmbuigh element I was m waitmg for his brother 
and him when they landed at Flemmg’s We set instantly 
out on a walk round by the foot of Sahsbuiy Oiags, up fiom 
Holyiood by the Castle and Law Oouits home agam to 
Geoige Squaie , and leally I recollect few moie pleasant walks 
in my hfe — ^so all-mtelhgent, seizmg everything you said to 
him with such a prompt recognition, so loyal heaited, 
chivalious, gmleless, so dehghted evidently with me as I 
was with him Aithm, two years younger, kept mainly 
silent, being shghtly deaf too But I could perceive that he 
also was a fine httle feUow, honest, mtelhgent, and kind, and 
that apparently I had been much m luck m this didactic 
adventure, winch proved abundantly the fact The two 
youths took to me with unhesitatmg hking, and I to them, 
afid we nevei had anythmg of quaiiel, oi even of weaimess 
and dieaimess between us — such teachmg as I never had 
m any sphere before oi smce Charles, by his qualities, his 
ingenuous curiosities, his biilhancy of facufcy and character, 
was actually an entertainment to me rathei than a labour 
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If we walked together, wluch I lemember sometimes happen- 
ing, he was the base company which I could find in Edin- 
burgh I had entered hun in Dunbar’s thud Q-reek class 
at College In Gieek and Latin, in the formei m eveiy 
respect, he was far my supeiior, and I had to prepare my 
lessons by way of keepmg him to his work at Dunbai’s 
Keeping him to work was my one difficulty, if theie was one, 
and my essential function I tned to guide hnn mto read- 
ing, mto sohd mqmry and reflection He got some mathe- 
matics from me, and might have had more He got, m bnef , 
what expansion mto wider fields of intellect and more manful 
modes of thinkmg and woikmg my poor possibihties could 
yield hun, and was always geneiously grateful to me after- 
waids Fiiends of name m a fine fiank way, beyond what I 
could be thought to merit, he, Arthui, and all the family 
lemamed, tiU death parted us ^ 

Cailyle was now at ease in his circumstances He 
could help his brother , he had no more money 
anxieties He was living independently in his own 
looms m Moray Street His evemngs were his own, 
and he had leisure to do what he pleased Yet it was 
not his nature to be contented He was full of 
thoughts which were strugghng for expiession, and he 
was beginning that piocess of ineffectual labour so 
famihar to every man who has risen to any height m 
hterature, of trying to write something before he knew 
what the something was to be , of craving to give form 
to his ideas before those ideas had taken an organic 
shape. The result was necessarily failure, and along 
with it self-exasperation He tianslated his Legendie 


^ Remimscences, vol 1 p 196 
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easily enongli, and made a successful book out of it | 
but he was aspiring to the pioduction of an original 
work, and what it should be he could not decide Now 
it was an essay on Faust, now a history of the English 
Commonwealth, now a novel to be written in concert 
With Miss Welsh An article on Faust was finished, 
but it was crude and unsatisfactory The other 
schemes were commenced and thrown aside. The 
workings of his mmd appear in his letters to his 
brother. 


Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle. 

Edmtuigh Marcli 15, 1822 

Your two letters came to hand about a foitnight ago 
I read them with the pleasure that all your letters give me 
They exhibit the same picture of young ardour, honest 
affection and inflexible perseverance, in worthy though diflS.- 
cult pursuits, for winch I have always loved you The last 
quahty, perseverance, I particularly respect , it is the very 
hinge of all vnbues On looking over the ivoild the cause 
of nine parts m ten of the lamentable failuies which occur 
m men’s undertakings, and darken and degrade so much of 
their history, hes not in the want of talents or the will to 
use them, but m the vaciUatmg and desultory mode of 
usmg them, m flymg from object to object, m startmg away 
at each httle disgust, and thus applymg the force which 
might conquer any one diABculty to a senes of difficulties so 
large that no human force can conquer them The smallest 
brook on eaith by contmumg to run has hollowed out for 
itself a considerable valley to flow m The wildest tempest 
overturns a few cottages, uproots a few trees, and leaves 
after a short space no mark behind it Commend me, 
therefore, to the Dutch vntae of peiseverance Without it 



LITERARY AMBITION 


151 

all the rest are little better than fairy gold, which ghtters m 
yom puise, but when taken to market proves to be slate 01 
cmdeis 

This preaohmg, my beloved Jack, is directed against 
myself, who have need of it — ^not agamst you, who have 
none ‘ Improve the passing hour, for it will never, never 
letum,’ IS a precept which you not only assent to but 
practise For myself study has in a measure ceased to be a 
thing of which I am capable At no period of my life did 
I spend my tune more unprofitably than at present Sciences 
and arts and book-learnmg no longer inspire me with any 
suitable interest, and my ignoiance, my mdecision, my 
weakness of aU kmds, prevent me fiom fixmg my heart on 
any one object of my own inventmg Well did old Cnspns 
say, ‘ Truly that man hves and enjoys existence who is intent 
on some undoitakmg and aims at the glory of some excellent 
attainment ’ It is in fact certain that I must wiite a looh 
Would to Heaven that I had a subject which I could discuss 
and at the same time loved to discuss I cannot say foi 
ceitain whethei I have the smallest genius, but I know 
I have unrest enough to serve a pansh Pity me, but 
I hope I shall not always be so pitiful a thmg As foi my 
employment, it goes on pretty fairly The Bulleis are boys 
of many good quahties and many faults I am too httle 
beside them at present to grapple on fan teims with theu 
mattentions and frequent peccadillos However, m the 
mam they are very superior boys, both in head and heart, 
and I think the undertaking will succeed ultimately 

Again, a few days later, a propos of the transla'tion 
of Legendre — 

I am anxious to get all these mechanical things off my 
hand, so that I may be able to embark faiily in some more 
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honourable enterprise I have had a faint purpose for some 
weeks of writing some essay on the Genius and Oharactei of 
Milton, if I could It IS not quite the subject I should hke, 
but bettei than none, so that I am still thinking of it, and 
deteimined at least to read the works that relate to it I 
am already through Clarendon’s ‘ History of the Rebelhon ’ 
To-monow I shall try to get hold of Ludlow’s Memoirs, or 
some other of them My condition is rather strange at 
piesent I feel as if I were impelled to write , as if I had 
also very httle powei to do it , but at the same time as if I 
had altogether lost the faculty of exertmg that power It is 
these ‘ coorsed nervous disorders ’ If I had but strong health ! 
But what is the use of talking ? If I had a super-eminent 
gemus, the end would be still better attained, and the wish 
is perhaps just about as reasonable Should I never be 
healthy agam, it will not aid me to complain, to sit and 
whine, *put finger m the eye and sob,’ because my longmgs 
are not gratified Better to do what I can while it is called 
to-day , and if the edifice I create be but a dog-hutch, it is 
moie honouiable to have built a dog-hutch than to have 
di earned of building a palace Theiefore, Jack, I mean to 
try if I can bestu myself Art is long and life is shoit , and 
of the three score and ten years allotted to the hver, how 
small a portion is spent m anything but vanity and vice, if 
not m wretchedness, and worse than unprofitable strugghng 
with the adamantme laws of fate I I am wae when I think 
of all this, but it cannot be helped. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AD 1822 JET 27 

The correspondence witfe Haddington meanwhile 
grew more intimate The relations between tutor 
and pupil developed, or promised to develop, into 
liteiary partnership Miss Welsh sent Carlyle her 
verses to examine and correct Carlyle discussed his 
plans and views with her, and they proposed to write 
books in concert But the friendship, at least on her 
part, was hterary only Carlyle, in one of his earliest 
letters to her, did indeed adopt something of the 
ordinary language of gallantry natural in a young 
man when addressing a beautiful young lady But 
she gave him to understand immediately that such a 
tone was disagreeable to her, and that their intimacy 
could only continue on fraternal and sisterly terms 
Cailyle obeyed without suspecting the reason He 
had known that Irving was engaged to Miss Martin 
It never occurred to him as possible that he could be 
thinking of anyone else, or anyone else of him 

As for Irving himself, the reception which he had 
met with in London was all that he could desire A 
bnlhant career appeared to be opening before him, and 
ardent and enthusiastic as he was, he had allowed his 
future m all points to be coloured by his wishes 
There could be no doubt that the Hatton Garden com- 
mittee would confirm his London appointment He 
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would then be able to marry, and his fate would have 
to be immediately decided He was to return to Scot- 
land m the spring to be ordained — he was as yet only 
m his noviciate , meanwhile he was in high spirits, and 
his letters were of the rosiest colour 

EdAJoard Irvyrig to Thomas Carlyle. 

February 19, 1822 

I have taken new wing by my visit to London I see my 
way distmctly My mteUect is pnttmg forth new powers, at 
least I fancy so , and if God endow me with His grace, I 
foiesee service to His Ohnich My ambition — sanctified 
one, I trust — ^is taking another dnection no less than an 
endeavour to bring the spirit and power of the ancient 
eloquence into the pulpit, which appeals to me the only 
place m modem manners for its revival I would hlce to 
hear your thoughts upon this subject, both as to the conect- 
ness of the idea and its proper execution 

It is for an audience chiefly I am so fond of London , 
perhaps as much for a school to leain m by conveisation and 
obseivation, foi which I think nature has fitted me moie 
than by books I have a wondeiful apUude to sympathise 
with men Their mannei of feeling, of thinkmg also, is 
clear to me, and, even when false, is imeiestmg fiom a desire 
to set them right Jane Welsh accuses me of mtoleiance, 
but I think she is wiong, although I think I have some httle 
skirmishes for approbation But this is not deep, and wiU 
yield accoiding as I receive the share which is my due 

And so will yours, my dear Oailyle , you have withm yon 
powers of good the world is not ahve to, and which shall yet 
shine out to the confusion of many who discredit them 
Your natural power of devotion will yet have utterance , 
and youi deep-seated reveience of rehgion — ^the largest ex- 
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pansion and highest attainment of the soul, which makes 
yonr mother so superior to those around her — ^will yet make 
her son supenor among the iich and literary men that aie 
heieafter to company with him. 

In March the tnal period had ended The trustees 
were satisfied , Irving was to be minister of the Hatton 
Garden chapel. He returned to Glasgow in March 
to prepaie for his ordination. On April 29 he wrote to 
Carlyle again . — 

It IS now at length determmed that I go to London I 
have leceived the call, most respectably signed , and, what 
with subscriptions and the first of the seat-rents, the security 
of 500Z a year I go to Annan this day thiee weeks, where 
I am to abide duimg the month of June and obtam ordma- 
tion, then to London, without seemg Bdmbuigh , and yet I 
would him to see you could you come through at the time of 
the sacrament Many thmgs oppress my spint at the pre- 
sent moment, nothmg moie than partmg with these most 
worthy and kind-hearted people Some other thmgs also 
which I cannot lendei mto language unto my own mind 
Theie is an mdependence about my charactei, a want of re- 
semblance especially with otheis of my piofession, that will 
cause me to be appiehended ill of I hope to come thiough 
honestly and cieditably God grant it I 

I am not wilting Ir\ing’s history, save so far as it 
intersects with that of Carlyle, and I must hasten to 
the catastrophe of their unconscious rivalry The 
^ other things’ which he could not render into lan- 
guage, the ^independence of character which might 
'Cause him to be apprehended ill of,’ referred to his 
^ engagement, and to his intentions with respect to it 
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Miss Mai tin had been true to bun through many 
years of tedious betrothal, and he was bound to her 
by the strictest obligations of honour and conscience 
But it IS only in novels that a hero can behave with 
entire propriety Folded among Irving’s letteis to 
Miss Welsh is a passionate sonnet addressed to her, 
and on the other side of it (she had preserved his 
verses and so much of the accompanying letter as 
was written on the opposite page of the paper) a frag- 
ment, written evidently at this period, in which he 
told her that he was about to infoim Miss Martin and 
her father of the condition of his feelings It seems 
that he did so, and that the answer was unfavourable 
to his hopes. The Martins stood by their contract, 
as justice and Scotch custom entirely entitled them to 
do Miss Welsh had refused to listen to his addresses 
until he was free , and Irving, though he confessed 
afterwards (I use his own woids) that the struggle 
had almost ^ made his faith and principles to totter,’ 
submitted to the inevitable He must have carried the 
news to Haddington in person , what had passed there 
may be gathered from a letter which he wrote to her 
from Carlyle’s lodgings in Edmbuigh, to which he had 
gone after all 

Edward B mng to Miss Welsh, 

My well-beloved Fnend and Pupil, — ^When I tlunh of 
you my mind is overspread with the most affectionate and 
tender regard, which I neither know to name nor to describe 
One thmg I know, it would long ago have taken the form 
of the most devoted attachment but for one inter vemng oir- 
cujtnstance, and showed itself and pleaded itself before youi 
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heart by a thousand actions from which I must now restiam 
myself Heaven gi*ant me its giace to lestiam myself , and, 
foigetting my o^vn en]oyment, may I be enabled to combme 
mto youi smgle seK all that duty and phghted faith leave at 
my disposal When I am in youi company my whole soul 
would rush to seive you, and my tongue tiembles to speak 
my heait’s fulness But I am enabled to foibear, and have 
to find other avenues than the natural ones for the over- 
flowmg of an affection which would haidly nave been able to 
confine itself withm the avenues of natuie if they had all 
been opened But I feel within me the powei to prevail, 
and at once to satisfy duty to another and affection to you 
I stand tiuly upon giound which seems to shake and give 
way beneath me, but my help is m Heaven Beai with thus 
much, my early chaige and my present fiiend, fiom one who 
loves to help and defend you, who would rathei die than 
wrong you or see you wionged Say that I shall speak no 
moie of the pamful struggle that I am undergoing, and I 
shall be silent If you allow me to speak, then I shall reveal 
to you the features of a vnbuous contention, to be ciowned, I 
piay and trust, with a Ohnstian triumph It is very extra- 
01 duiary that this weak nature of mine can beai two affec- 
tions, both of so intense a kind, and yet I feel it can It 
shall feed the one with faith, and duty, and chaste affection , 
the other with paternal and fiiendly love, no less puie, no 
less assiduous, no less constant — ^in return seeking nothing 
but permission and mdulgence 
I was httle comforted by Eousseau’s letters, though 
holding out a most admuable moral , but much comforted 
and confirmed by the tew woids which your noble heait dic- 
tated the moment before I left you Oh, persevere, my 
admirable pupil, m the noble admirations you have taken up 
Let affectionateness and manly firmness be the quahties to 
which you yield your love, and yom life shall he honouiable # 
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advance your admiration somewhat highei, and it shall he 
everlastmgly happy Oh, do not forbid me from nsmg m 
my communications with one so capable of the loftiest con- 
ceptions Forbid me not to draw you upwaids to the love 
and study of your Creator, which is thebegmnmg of wisdom 
I have retmned Eousseau Count for ever, my dear Jane, 
upon my last efforts to mmister to youi happiness, present 
and eveilastmg, 

Fiom your faithful fnend and servant, 

Edward iRvnsra 

I should not unveil a story so sacred in itself, and 
in which the pubhc have no concern, merely to amuse 
theix curiosity , but Mrs Carlyle’s character was 
profoundly affected by this early disappointment, and 
cannot be understood without a knowledge of it 
Carlyle himself, though acquainted generally with 
the circumstances, never reahsed completely the in- 
tensity of the feeling which had been crushed 
Irving’s maiiiage was not to take place for a year, 
and it was still possible that something might happen 
m the interval He went back to his place in London, 
flung himself into leligious excitement as grosser 
natures go into drink, and took popularity by storm 
The fashionable world rushed after him The stieets 
about Hatton Gaiden were blocked with carnages 
His chapel was like a theatie, to which the admission 
was by tickets Grieat statesmen went with the stream 
Brougham, Canmng, Mackintosh bespoke their seats, 
that they might hear the new actor on the theo- 
logical stage Irving concluded that he had a divine 
mission to re-establish practical Christianity He 
felt himself honoured above all men, yet he boie 
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his honours humbly, and in his quiet intervals his 
thoughts still flowed towards Haddington Miss 
Welsh’s husband he could not be, but he could 
still be her guide, her spiritual father — some hnk 
might remain which would give him an excuse for 
■writing to her As long as he was actually unmarried 
there was still hope, but he tried to avoid hinting at so 
remote a possibility. 

Edwm d Imng to M^s8 Welsh. 


London September 9, 1822 

My dearest Fiiend, — said m the last walk which we 
enjoyed together on a Sabbath evening — ^when by the solemn 
stillness of the scene, no less than the pathetic chaiacfcei of 
our discomse, my mind was m that solemn frame which is 
my dehght — ^that in future I was to take upon me in my 
letters the subject of your racial and religious improvement, 
leaving to other correspondents matteis of liteiatuie, taste, 
and entertainment But I have not forgot that you dis- 
ohaiged me from pleaching to you m my letters, and I feai 
that what you humoiously call preaching is the very thing 
which I shall have to do if I fulfil my resolution Now I 
can chat, though somewhat awkwaidl;y I confess , and ten 
years agone I had a httle humoui, vhich has now neaily 
deceased from neglect My mmd was then light and airy, 
and loved to uttei its conceptions, and to look at them and 
laugh at them when uttered Then I could have written 
letters tnppmgly, and pouied out whatever was uppermost 
m my mind , but I can do that no longer I am aiming 
from morning till mght to be a senousand wise man, though 
Grod knows how httle I succeed The shortness of life is 
eveimoie m my eye, the wastmg of it befoie my conscience , 
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the responsibihty of ifc ovei whelms me, and the vanity of it 
ashames me I cannot make a mock heioic of these things, 
or laugh them away I was never so fai lost to good sense 
and good feelmg as to tiy So they hang ovei me, and I 
must eithei smk down into a melancholy foiloin cieatuie, 
weepmg and sighing and talking ovei the difficulties of 
livmg well, or I must iise up m the stiength of Him who 
made me, and endeavour to woik my passage through the 
best and suiest way I can This last I have chosen, like the 
wise men who have gone before me, and by God’s help I 
will fulfil it 

How, my deal, dear fnend, bear with me if I violate the 
law of lettei-writing you imposed on me by darmg to be 
seiious, and to speak to you whom I love of those thmgs and 
that stiam which most I love The fine pioimse of youi 
mmd has been to me the theme of much conversation and of 
far more dehghtful thought It is not a pait of my chaiactei 
to withliold my admnation fiom otheis, oi even fiom those 
I admire, and you youiself have often chaiged me with 
exaggeiating your gifts Youi mdustiy to get knowledge, 
and to accomplish your mind with elegant leammg, no one 
can exaggeiate Youi enthusiasm towaidsthe excellent and 
raie specimens of human genius is beyond that of any other 
I know , and your desne to be distinguished by achieve- 
ments of mind is equalled only by your contempt of all other 
distinctions Now theie is in these qualities of character 
not only piomise but assuianoe of the Inghest excellence, if 
God give time foi all to iipen, and you give ear to his 
directions foi bimging the human chaiactei to perfection 
Now it does give me gieat hope that God will yet be pleased 
to open yom mind to the highest of all Imowledge, the know- 
ledge of his Blessed Son, and give therewith the highest of 
aH delights, of being like his Son in chaiacter and in destiny, 
when I see you not ahenated from men of genius by their 
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being men of leligion, but attracted to them I think lather 
the moie 

I could wish, indeed — and forgive me when I make fiee 
to suggest it — ^that youi mind weie less anxious foi the dis- 
tmction of bemg enrolled amidst those whom this woild 
hath Clowned with their adimiation, than among those whom 
God hath crowned with his appioval There are two things 
to be kept m view m ]udgmg of the worth of men— first 
what powers they had, and then what uses they turned them 
to You and I agiee always when we meet with a person of 
power, but you do not go so far as I m exacting from them 
a good use of it I do not wish it turned to arts of cruelty, 
which satue and iidicule and scoin are I can endure this 
no more than I can endure the tyianny of a despot or the 
wilfulness of a man of power They piey upon the physical 
lights and comforts of their undeilings , the others prey 
upon the feehngs, by fai the tendeiei and noblei pait I 
do not ^vish it tmned to the aggiandisement and adulation 
of its possessor , for he doth not possess it by virtue of him- 
self, but by his Makei and his Preseiver Keep away these 
two thmgs, the cruel tieatment of another, and the deifica- 
tion of one’s self, and I wiU not be offended with the exercise 
of mental power , but to satisfy me I seekfoi much besides 
I must have it husbanded and not wasted in mdolence, for 
that IS as bad almost as the mdulgence of superiority Then 
I must have it turned to the discovery of tiuth, and to the 
undeceivmg of men, then to lead them mto the way of their 
well-being Then finally, which should have been first, or 
lathei which should be the moving pimciple of the whole, to do 
honour unto God who has made us masters of our pow^s 
Fmd people of this kind fiom the annals of the woild , 
admire them, love them, be like them, and God enrol you 
among them Oh, how few I find, my dear Jane, haidly 
have I found a single one, who can stand the mto\ication of 
i* U 
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high talents, or resist presunung to lord it over others. 
They cry out agamst kings for their arbitrary tempers I 
think men of talents are more so N’othing can overcome it 
but the power and wisdom of G-od, which is m the gospel of 
his dear Son, your Saviour and mine, and the Saviour of all 
who beheve , who though the hiightness of his Father’s 
glory and the expiess image of his person, and speakmg as 
no man spoke, took upon Hun the foim of a servant, and 
submitted to the death of the cross Therefore God highly 
exalted Him, and hath given Hun a name above every name 
So also Will He exalt all others who like Hun use those their 
high gifts and appomtments to the service of God and their 
fellows 

Enough of this, for I have much more to speak of Of 
my own condition I can speak with gieat satisfaction, m as 
far as favour and fiiendship aie concerned, and the outward 
prosperity of my calling I have no evidence to judge by 
farther than that my Chapel is filled, and that their patient 
hearmg of discourses, each an horn and a quaiter long, 
testifies they aie not dissatisfied with the stuff they aie 
made of In another respect I have reason to be thankful 
that God has revealed to me of late the largeness of my own 
vanity and the worthlessness of my own services, which, if 
He follows up with fuithei hght upon the best way foi me 
to act m future, and with strength to act as He teaches me, 
then I have no doubt of a great increase both of happiness 
and fruit 

I have made no acquaintance m London of any hterary 
eminence, but I shall, I doubt not, m good time I derive 
htfle advantage from my acquaintances, my course is so 
different from theirs The next moment I have unemployed 
I devote to my friend Carlyle, to whom I have not yet found 
tune to write Oh that God would give rest to his mind, 
and mstruct him m his truth I meditate a work upon the 
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alienation of clever men from their Maker But this shall 
not hmder me from taking np the life of St Paul, which 
deserves certamly the highest stiam of poetry, but I am 
utteily unable for such a task 

My love to your mother Oh, how I would like to see 
you both, to hve with you m the quietness and love which I 

have so often ^ The next time I come to hve with you 

I hope I shall be moie worthy of your kmdness, bemg moie 
satisfied with myself, and standing firmei m the favour of 
my God, whom that my dear Jane may always set befoie hei 
IS the fiist and last piayex of her most true and faithful 
fiiend, 

Edwaei) Ievino 

This letter is one of Irvmg^s best, simple, true, and 
from his heart, while it is kept firmly within the lines 
which he had prescribed for himself Others were less 
collected, and perhaps less resigned He would he on 
his sofa in the December midmght, hstening to the 
music of the streets, and then pour out his emotions to 
Mrs Welsh, telling her how Haddington had been a 
haven of peace to him , how the happiest days of his 
hfe had been spent under her roof, how 'nowheie had 
thoughts of piety and virtue come to him so httle 
sought as with her and his deal pupil ’ Every day in 
bis walk he passed a window where there was a 
portrait of Miss Kelly as Juhet 'It had the cast of 
Miss Welsh’s eye,’ he said, ' m one of its most piercing 
moods which he could never stand to meet, the round- 
ness of her forehead, and somewhat of the archness of 
her smile*’ He was very miserable at times, but he 


* Word omitted 
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straggled with his weakness His duty was plain and 
peiemptory, and should be done, let the cost be what it 
might. 

Though he seldom found time to write to Carlyle, 
he had not forgotten him He was eager to see him 
in the position which of right belonged to him, 
especially to see him settled in London ‘Scotland 
breeds men,’ he said, ‘ but England rears them ’ He 
celebrated his friend’s praises in London circles He 
had spoken of him to IMr Taylor, the proprietor of the 
‘ London Magazine.’ Carlyle had meditated a senes of 
* portraits of men of genius and character ’ Taylor, on 
Irving’s recommendation, undertook to pubhsh these 
sketches m monthly numbers, pajnng Carlyle sixteen 
gmneas a sheet Carlyle closed with the proposal, 
and a ‘Life of Schiller’ was to be the fiist to appear 
living’s unwearied kindness unfoitunately did not help 
him out of his own entanglements The year passed, 
and then he married, and fiom that time the old, 
simple, unconscious Irving ceased to exist His letters, 
once so genial and transparent, became verbose and 
stilted Though ‘faith and principle’ escaped un- 
scathed, his intellect was shattered He plunged 
deeper and deeper into the gieat ocean of unreahties 
When his illusions failed him his health gave way, and 
after flaming for a few years as a woild’s wonder, he 
died, still young in age, worn out and broken-hearted 
‘ There would have been no tongues,’ Mrs Carlyle once 
said, ‘ had Irving married me ’ 

Carlyle, meanwhile, was working with his pupils, and 
so far as circumstances went, had nothing to complain 
of. The boys gave him httle trouble. He was no 
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longer obliged to write articles for Biewster to support 
himself The Legendre was well done — so well that he 
was liimself pleased with it 

I still remember (he says) a happy forenoon (Sunday, I 
fear) in which I did a Fifth book (oi complete Doctrme of 
Proportion) foi that woik Complete really and lucid, and 
yet one of the biiefest eyer known It was begun and done 
that foienoon, and I have, except conectmg the press next 
week, never seen it smce , but still feel as if it was nght 
enough and fehcitous m its kmd I got only 50 Z foi my 
entire tiouble m that Legendre, and had already ceased to 
be the least pioud of mathematical piowess , but it was an 
honest 30b of work honestly done, though peihaps for bread 
and" water wages, and that was such an improvement upon 
wages pioducmg, in Jean Paul’s phiase, ‘ only water without 
the biead ’ 

He ought to have been contented , but content was 
not m him Small discomforts were exaggerated by 
his imagination till they actually became the monsters 
which his fancy represented He was conscious of 
exceptional power of some kind, and was longing to 
make use of it, yet was unable as yet to find out what 
sort of powei it was, 01 what to do with it 

If I fail (he wrote to Miss Welsh at the begmnmg of 
the Fuller engagement) to effect anything in my day and 
generation, anythmg to justify Providence for having called 
me into His umverse, the weakness of my ability, not of my 
will, shall be to blame I have much to strive with, much 
to do The few conceptions that actually exist withm me 
are scattered m a thousand directions, distracted, dis 
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membered, mfcliout form and void , and I have yet gained 
no right mastery of my pen, no light fanuharity with the 
pubho, to express them even if woith expressing Never- 
theless I must persevere What motives have I not which 
man can have ? The brightest hopes and the daikest fears 
On the one side obscuiity and isolation, the want of all that 
can render life enduiable, and death, ‘ sad refuge from the 
storms of fate,’ without even an approvmg conscience to dis- 
arm it of its sting On the othei is I tell you, my 

fnend, to be m no pain for me Either I shall escape from 
this obscure sojourn, or persist as I ought in trymg it The 
game is deep, but I must play it out I can no other, so 
away with fear 

Meanwhile I am not unhappy It is tiue I have none to 
love me hm^ none that I can love But I have long been 
studymg the pamful lesson to hve alone, and the task is 
easier than it was I enjoy quiet and free an and returmng 
health I have busmess in abundance foi the present, and 
the future hes befoie me vaguely, but with some glimpses 
of a solemn beauty irradiatmg all its gloom When I com- 
pare the aspect of the woild to me now with what it was 
twelve months ago, I am far fiom desponding oi complauung 

If he could not express himself to his satisfaction 
when trying to write for the public, he could describe 
well enough anything which happened to him, when 
telling it m a private letter To his mother he was 
the best of correspondents Here is a httle incident 
characteristic both m manner and matter, 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle, Mavnh'ilL 

3 Moray Street, Edinbargh June 2, 1822 

It Will give you pleasure to know that I contmue im« 
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proving m that most important of qualities, good health 
The bathmg does me great good, and you need be under 
no appiehension of my drowning XTnfoitunately my mode 
of sleepmg is too megular to admit of my bathing constantly 
before breakfast Small noises disturb me and keep me 
awake, though I always get to sleep at last, and happily such 
distuibances occur but rarely Some two weeks ago I had 
a httle adventure with an ugly msstn^ which a crazy half- 
pay captam had thought proper to cham m his garden, 01, 
rather, grass-plot, about twenty yards from my window The 
pug felt unhappy m its new situation, began repmmg very 
pitifully in its own way , at one time snaihng, grmnmg, 
yelping, as if it caied not whether it were hanged then or 
to-monow , at another, whining, howling, scieannng, as if it 
meant to excite the compassion of the earth at laige— this, 
at mtervals, for the whole night By five o’clock in the 
mormng I would have given a guinea of gold for its hmd 
legs firm m my light hand by the side of a stone wall^ 
Next day the ciazy captam removed it, being threatened by 
the street at laige with prosecution if he did not But on 
the evemng of the second day, bemg tired of keeping the cur 
in his kitchen, he agam let it out, and just as I ^as falling 
asleep, about one o’clock, the same musical, ‘ most musical, 
most melancholy ’ serenade aioused me from my vague 
dieamings I litened about half an hour, then rose mdig- 
nantly, put on my clothes, went out, and charged the watch- 
man to put an instant stop to the accursed thmg The 
watchman could not for the world mteifere with a gentle- 
man’s rest at that hour, but next morning he would ceitainly, 
&o &c I asked to be shown the door, and puUmg the Crazy 
captam’s bell about six tunes, his servant at length awoke, 
and mqmred with a tremulous voice, what was %t 2 I alluded 


* Carlyle’s mode of speech he was exceptionally tender to animals 
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fco the dog and demanded the instant, the total, the ever- 
lastmg removal of it, oi to-moiiow I wonld see whether 
justice was m Edinburgh, or the shadow of British law in 
force ‘ Do you heai that ? * said the Irish knight of the 
rattle and lanthoin She heard it and obeyed, and no 
wretched memn has smce disturbed my slumbers 

You ask about my home coming (he contmues, the dog 
bemg disposed of) , but this must be a very uncertam stoiy 
for a while I cannot count on any such thing tdl the 
BuBei people ^ are arrived, and m the event of my fuithei 
engagmg with them, my period of absence must of comse 
be short However, there is good and cheap conveyance to 
Dumfries daily, and it shall go hard if I do not steal a week 
or so to spend at home It is the deaiest blessmg of my 
life that I have you to write to and to care for me . . . 

June 29 — I am m very fair health consideiing eveiything 
about a hundred tunes as well as I was last yeai, and as 
happy as you evei saw me In fact I want nothing but 
steady health of body (which I shall get in time) to be one 
of the comfoitablest persons of my aoquamtance I have 
also books to write and tlungs to say and do m this world 
which few wot of This has the an of vanity, but it is not 
altogether so I consider that my Almighty Authoi has given 
me some glimmerings of supeiioi understanding and mental 
gifts , and I should reckon it the woist tieason against Him 
to neglect impiovmg and using to the very utmost of my 
power these has bountiful meicies At some future day it 
shall go hard but I wiU stand above these mean men whom 
I have never yet stood w%fh But we need not prate of this 
I am very much satisfied with my teaching In fact, it is a 
pleasure rather than a task The Bullers are quite another 
sorb of boys than I have been used to, and treat me in another 


‘Mr and Mrs 0 Bnller 
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eorfc of manner than tutors aie used to When I think of 
Geneial Dixon’s brats, ^ and how they used to vex me, I often 
wondei I had not bioken then backs at once, and left them 
This would not have done, to be sure , but the temptation 
was considerable The eldest BuHei is one of the cleverest 
boys I have ever seen He dehghts to mqmie and aigue 
and be demohshed He follows me almost mgh home every 
mght Very hkely I may baigam finally with the people, 
but I have no ceitain intimation on the subject , and, in 
fact, I do not care immensely whethei or not Theie is 
biead foi the dfiigent to be gained in a thousand ways 

In July the London season ended, and the parent 
Bullers arrived m Edinburgh with their youngest boy 
They took a large house and settled foi the autumn 
and winter They made acquaintance with Carlyle, 
and there was immediate and agreeable recogmtion 
of one another’s quahties, both on his side and theirs 
Mrs BuUer was clever and cultivated * In her creed 
she was Manichsean In her youth she had been a 
beauty, and was still handsome, and was in London 

* Past pupils, of whom I find no other notice 

®Mrs BuUer had been celebrated at Calcutta Among Carlyle’s 
papers I find the following fine lines by John Leyden, which have 
never, I believe, before been printed — 

Verses to Mrs Btdler on seeing her in a Highland dress^ hy 
Doctor John Leyden 

(From a copy in Mrs BuUer’s handwriting, January 1824 ) 

That bonnet’s pride, that tartan’s flow, 

My soul with wild emotion fills, 

Methinks I see in Fancy’s glow 
A princess from the land of hills 



170 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


fehe centre of an admmng circle of mtellectnal politi- 
cians and unbelieving Radicals She was first amused, 
then charmed and really interested in a person so 
distinctly original and remarkable as her son’s tutor. 
Her husband, though of different quality, hked him 
equally well Mr BuUer was practical and hard- 
headed; a Benthamite in theory, in theology negative 
and contemptuous. He had not much sympathy with 
literature, but he had a keen understanding , he could 
see faculty, and appreciate it whenever it was genuine, 
and he forgave Carlyle’s imagination for the keenness of 
his sarcasms. Thus it was not only settled that he 
was to continue to be the tutor, but he was admitted 
into the family as a friend, and his presence was 
expected m the drawing-room in the evemngs more 
often than he liked. The style of society was new to 
him, and he could not feel himself at ease The habits 
of hfe were expensive, and the luxuries were not to his 
taste. 

Tea (he wrote) I now consume with urns and chma and 
splendid appaiatus all aiound me, yet I often turn from 
these grandems to the httle ' down the house * at Mamhill, 
wheie kmd affection makes amends for all deficiencies 
Often, often, my dear mother, m coming years, we shall yet 

Oh for a fairy’s hand to trace 
The rainbow tints that rise to view. 

That slender form of sweeter grace 
Than e’er Malvina’s poet drew ’ 

Her brilliant eye, her streaming hair, 

Her skin’s soft splendours do display, 

The finest pencil must despair 
Till it can pamt the solar ray. 

(Moutta, 1311 
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dnnk tea there, enjoy our pipes and fnendly chat together, 
and pity all the empty gorgeousness of the eaith 

On the other hand, he found Mis Buller, naturally 
enough, ‘ one of the most fascinating, refined women 
he had ever seen * The * goodman ’ he did not take to 
quite so readily, but he thought him at least *an 
honest, worthy, straightforward English gentleman ’ 
His comfort was considered in every way They would 
have hked to have him reside m their house, but 
he wished to keep his lodgings in Moray Street, and no 
difficulty was made Even his humours, which were 
not always under restraint, were endured without 
resentment. 

The people treat me (he wrote to his bi other John m 
September) with a degree of respect which I do not deserve 
They have submitted imphoitly to all my ideas about a 
lodgmg place They have dehvered me, without even a hmt 
on my part, fiom the drudgery of teaching their youngest 
boy,^ and oui arrangements for the other two have been 
formed with a view to my convemence as much as to that of 
any other The boys, too, behave well , and though I clearly 
perceive that the management of my duties will require the 
whole of my slender stock of prudence and discretion, yeb 
this stock, I expect, will suffice to cany me through without 
discredit 

Again, a little later* — 

• 

I am well and oomf 01 table as I could wish Buller’s 
house IS becoromg more and moie a kmd of home to me 
The elders treat me almost like a son in many respects, the 


^ Beginald, then ten years old 
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younger members almost like a brother Oui studies are 
gomg on moderately well There is nothmg but good 
agieement as yet, and I thmk the thmg will do 

Not the least of the advantages of this tutorship was 
the power which it gave Carlyle of being useful to his 
family John Carlyle came in the autumn to hve with 
him in Moray Street and attend the University lectures, 
Cailyle taking upon himself the expenses With him- 
self, too, aU was going well He had paid a hasty visit 
to MainhiU in October , where, perhaps, as was likely 
enough, in some of their midnight smokes together, he 
had revived the anxieties of his mother about his 
sj)iiitual state His constant effort was to throw his 
own thoughts into her language, and prevent her from 
distressing herself about him 

Thomas CmlyU to Mrs Oailyle^ Mamh%ll 

Edinbuigh November 14, 1822 

You have not sent me a line since I went away I am 
not smpiised at this, knowing how you aie ciicumstanced, 
but it keeps me very much in the daik with regard to your 
situation I can only hope you are in your usual state of 
health and spirits, fighting as foimeily against the mcon- 
vemences of your present life, and biiglitening all its dreari- 
ness by the hopes of a better Theie is nothing else that 
can keep the happiest of us in a state of peace, worth callmg 
by the name of peace , and ‘ with this anchor of the soul 
both sure and steadfast ’ the unhappiest man ahve is to be 
envied You thmk I am a very thoughtless character, care- 
less of eternity, and taken up with the vam concerns of tune 
alone Depend upon it, my dear mother, you misjudge me 
These thoughts aie rooted m every leflectmg mind, m mine 
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perhaps more deeply than m many that make more noise 
about them , and of all the quahties that I love m you, theie 
IS none I so much love as that heioic feehng of devotion 
which elevates you so much above the meanness of ordinaiy 
persons m yom situation, which gives to the humble ciicum- 
stances of youi lot a digmty unboiiowed of eaithly grandeui 
as well as fai supeiioi to the highest state of it , and which 
ornaments a mind untiamed in worldly education and ac- 
complishments with sentiments aftei which mere hterature 
and philosophy with all then pietensions would foi ever 
stnve m vam The diess of our opinions, as I have often 
told you, may be different, because oui modes of life have 
been different , but fundamentally oui sentiments aie com- 
pletely the same We should toleiate each other, therefore, 
m this world, where aU is weak and obscure, tiustmg mean- 
while that we shall comprehend all thmgs moie perfectly m 
that clearer land wheie faith is changed into vision , where 
the dun though fervent longings of oui nunds fiom this 
then daik pnson-house are changed for a richness of actual 
giandeui, beyond what the most aident imagination has 
ventured to conceive Long may these hopes be yours, my 
dealest mother. Whoever entertains them is richer than 
kings 

The young BuUers are gone to college ^ a few days ago, 
and I do not go near them till two o’clock in the afternoon 
By this means I not only secure a competent space of tune 
for my own studies, but find also that my stomach troubles 
me a good deal less after breakfast than it used to do when 
I had a long hurried walk to take before it 

My duties are of an easy and brief sort I dme at half- 
past three with a small and very civil youth, little Eegmald, 
contracted mto Eeggy, and I have generally done with the 


* The Umyersity term haYing begun 
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whole against six I find Jack unmersed in study when I 
return He cooks the tea foi us, and we afterwards devote 
ourselves to business till between eleven and twelve My 
brotherly love to all the younkers about home, to each by 
name Why do they never write ? Will you not wiite ? 

I am, evei affectionately yom son — ^thy son I ^ 

T Caelyle 


Once more before the year closed — 
To the Same. 


December 4. 

It IS aheady past twelve o’clock, and I am tued and 
sleepy, but I cannot go to rest without answermg the kmd 
httle note which you sent me, and acknowledging these new 
mstances of your unweaned attention to my mterests and 
comfort I am almost vexed at these shirts and stockings 
My dear mother, why will you expend on superfluities 
the pittance I mtended foi very different ends ? I agam 
assure you, and would swear it if needful, that you cannot 
get me such enjoyment with it m any way as by convincing 
me that it is addmg to your oivn Do not theiefoie frustiate 
my pmposcs I send you a small scieed of verses which I 
made some tune ago I fear you wdl not care a doit for 
them, though the subject is good — ^the deli\eiance of Switzer- 
land fiom tyranny by the hardy mountaineers at the battle 
of Morgarten above five bundled years ago 

This is my bnthday I am now seven and twenty years 
of age What an unprofitable lout I am I What have I 
done m this world to make good my place m it, or reward 
those that had the trouble of my upbringing ? Gieat part 
of an ordinary lifetime is gone by, and here am I, poor 
Dnfier, st^ sojoummg m Meshech, stiU dwelling among the 
tents of Kedar May the great Father of all give me 
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strength to do better m tune remaming, to be of service m 
the good cause in my day and generation, and, having 
finished the work which was given me to do, to he down and* 
sleep m peace and puiity in the hope of a happy nsmg 

The ® screed of verses ^ was not thought worthy of a 
place among the few fragments of his poetry which 
Carlyle afterwards published, though they are as good 
as any of the rest Long and patiently he had toiled 
at verse-making Infimte loose sheets of paper remain 
covered with the memorials of his efforts. It was the 
received opinion that m verse alone fine emotion and 
spiritual thought could be clothed in adequate form 
The poets, so far as Carlyle could see, had been the 
wisest men Inspiration meant poetry, and poetry in- 
spiration, and if he had any gemus in him worth con- 
sidering, he thought it his duty to master the mechamcal 
difficulties of the art He never entirely succeeded. 
Ehyme and metre were to Carlyle like Saul’s armour to 
David, and the intended vase turned out usually no 
better than an earthen pitcher The ® scieed ’ is good 
as an echo of Campbell or Byron, or of both combined, 
but there is no trace m it of original native power 

Proud Hapsburgh came forth m the gloom of his wiath, 
"With his banners of pomp and his Eitters in mad , 

For the herdsmen of Tin have fronted his path. 

And the standard of freedom is raised m the vale 

All scornful advancmg, he thought as he came 
How the peasants would shrink at the glance of his eye ; 

How then heath-coveied chalets m rum must flame, 

And the hope of the nation must wither and die 
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Bat marked he the moment when thnndeiing and vast 
The voice of the Switzers in echoes aiose, 

When the rocks of the glen fiom the hill summits cast, 
Gamed vengeance and death on the heads of then foes. 


Now chaige in your fury, ye sons of the Fell, 

Now plunge ye your blades in the heaits of his men ; 
If ye conquer, all time of your gloiy shall tell, 

And conqueied ye ne’er shall aiouse ye again 


’Tis done, and the spoilers are crushed and o’eithiown. 
And terroi has struck through the souls of the pioud, 
Foi the Despot of Austria stoops from his throne, 

And the wai-ciy of Uii is wiathful and loud 


In speed they came on, but still fastei they go, 
Wiule luin and honoui aiomid them aie hulled, 
And the field of Moigaiten m splendoui shall gioW, 
Like Maiathon’s field, to the end of the woild 


Once only Cailyle did better than this, when love 
came to assist his inspiration Miss Welsh’s injunctions, 
though they subdued the tone of his letters, could not 
prevent a confidential intei course with a young, fascin- 
ating woman from pioducmg its natural effect 
haps, after Irving was lost to her, though she gave 
Carlyle no encouragement, she was less pereniptoriy 
cold He on bus part regarded her as the most per ect 
of women, beyond his practical hopes, but not beyon 
his adoration, and he indulged in the usual ^ 
musical imagimng — 
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They chide thee, fair and fervid one, 

At Grloiy’s goal foi aiming, 

Does not Jove’s bud, its flight begun, 
Soai up against the beaming sun, 
Undazed in splendour flaming* 

Young brilhant creature, even so 
A lofty instmct draws thee, 

Heaven’s fires within thy bosom glow, 
Could earth’s vain fadmg vulgar show 
One horn’s contentment cause thee ? 

The gay saloon ’twas thine to tiead, 

Its statehest scenes adormng, 

Thine be, by noblei wishes led. 

With bays to ciown thy lofty head, 

An meanei homage scoinmg 

Bright maid, thy destiny as I view, 
Unutteied thoughts come o’er me , 
Enrolled among earth’s chosen few, 
Lovely as morning, pme as dew, 

Thy image stands befoie me 

Oh, that on Fame’s far shining peak, 
With gieat and mighty numbered, 
Unfading laurels I could seek , 

This longing spiiit then might speak 
The thoughts witlun that slumbeied 

Oh, in the battle’s wildest swell, 

By hero’s deeds to win thee. 

To meet the chaige, the stormy yell, 

The aitilleiy’s flash, its thundering knell, 
And thme the light within me 
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What man m Fate’s dark day of power, 

While thoughts of thee upbore him, 

Would shrink at danger’s blackest lour 
Oi famt m Life’s last ebbing hour, 

If tears of thme fell o’er him ? 

These hnes are noteworthy for the emotion which 
they express, but not even they have the ring of genuine 
gold The feehng did not seek the metre because it 
could not otherwise find fit expression The metre was 
rather laboiiously adapted to the feeling, because the 
metrical form was assumed to be the right and ap- 
propriate one Had Carlyle struggled on upon the false 
track, he might have written good artificial verses, 
showing from time to time a mind impatient of its 
fetters, but he would scarcely have risen to true great- 
ness Happily he was himself under no illusions His 
object was to write out the truth that was in him he 
saw his mistake, and he left his ideas to take the shape 
that was most natural to him Taylor’s offer for the 
* London JSIagazme ’ came to the help of his resolution, 
and he began his Life of Schiller as the commencement 
of the intended senes Goethe was designed to follow. 
But the biography of Goethe was soon exchanged for a 
translation of ‘ Wilhelm Meister ’ 

Thus opened the year 1823 The BuUer connection 
continued to be agreeable John Carlyle’s companion- 
shjp reheved the loneliness of the Edinburgh lodgings, 
while spare moments were occupied with wntmg letters 
to Miss Welsh or correcting her exercises. 


We lead a quiet life at present (he wrote to his brother 
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Alexander) No incident breaks tbe smooth current of our 
history None meddles with ns, we meddle with none 
Jack is studymg bones, and the hke I write nonsense all 
the mommg, then go and teach from two till six, then come 
home and read till half-past eleven, and so the day is done 
I am happy while I can keep myself busy, which, alas ^ is not 
by any means always The other day I went with Murray 
to call upon Maoculloch, the Scotsman He was sittmg hke 
a great Polar bear, chewmg, and vamly trymg to digest, the 
doctrmes of Adam Smith and Eicardo, which he means to 
vomit forth agam next spnng m the shape of lectures to ‘ the 
thmkmg pubhc ’ of this city He eyed me with suspicion 
and distrust , would not come forth mto open parley at all 
What ailed the great MaccuUoch I could not tell Bid he 
ever feelfeai ^ or might I be come to spy out the nakedness 
of his land ? — I would not give a rush to know 

Communications more interesting than political 
economy came m weekly by the earner from MamhiU. 
His father wrote to him on the 1st of January 

James Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 

MainhiU Jan 1, 1823 

I take the pen m hand once moie to wnte to you, 
though you may look for nothmg but a few iJl-arranged 
thoughts But however that may be, I can tell you that I 
am m as good health as any of my age can expect to en]oy 
In spite of bad times we are fightmg away, and by feedmg 
cattle, selling our bailey, and one thmg and another, we 
thmk we can meet our landlord at Candlemas this yeai as 
formerly , and when we can do that, you know we may go on 
so long as we are m any measure of health How long that 
may be we cannot say He who knows all thmgs only knows 
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wliafc IS before us , but we may know, both by Scnpture and 
by our own obseivation, that before long we must leave the 
place we now occupy for a place in eternity, and only one of 
two places can we look for, as there is not a thud , and the 
Apostle tells us that, as we spend our time here, so will our 
eternal state be May the Loid make us all wise to con- 
sidei these thmgs, and to think on our latter end 
I foigot the last time I wiote to tell you that I had got 
the book of sermons safe which you sent me, and I like 
them very well When I was reading Balmer’s sermon on 
the Eesunection, it brought mto my mind a sermon preached 
by Mr WiUiam Grlen nearly on the same sub]ect He said 
many thmgs about the eteimty of the body that would iise 
at the day of judgment, and the subject was disputed about 
by Eobeit Scott and George Macivm Eobert Scott was for 
the same body nsmg again The arguments weie talked 
ovei one moimng at the meetmg house door I was pre- 
sent, and was rather mvolved in the dispute I observed 
that I thought a stmkmg clogg of a body like Eobeii) Scott 
the weaver’s would be very unfit to inhabit those places 
Your mother wishes you a happy new year, and she 
wishes it may be the best you ever have seen, and the worst 
you ever may see 

I am, dear Son, 

Your loving father, 

James Oarltle 

The family, young and old, often contnbuted their 
scraps to the earner’s budget on these occasions The 
youngest child of all, Jane, called the Craw, or Crow, 
from her black hair, and not yet able even to write, 
was heard composing in bed in the morning, to be 
enclosed m her father’s letter, scrap of doggerel from 
his affectionate sister Jane Carlyle*’ 
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Of Carlyle’s brothers, Alexander had the most natural 
genius Of his sisters, the eldest, Maigaret, had a 
tenderness, grace, and dignity of character which, if 
health and circumstances had been more kind, would 
have made her into a distinguished woman But Jane 
was peculiar and original She, when the day’s work 
was over, and the young men wandered out in the 
summer gloaming, would chng to ‘Tom’s’ hand and 
trot at his side, catching the jewelled sentences which 
dropped fiom his lips She now, when he was far 
away, sent, among the rest, her little thoughts to him, 
composing the ‘ meanest of the letter kind ’ instinctively 
in rhyme and metre , her sister Mary, who had better 
luck in haying been at school, writing down the words 
for her 

‘Surely a very singular httle crow,’ was Carlyle’s 
observation on reading her characteristic lines. 
‘Meanest of the letter kind’ became a family phrase, 
to be met with for many years when an indifferent 
composition seemed to require an apology Carlyle, in 
return, thought always first of his mother He must 
send her a present She must tell him what she 
needed most ‘Dear baim,’ she might answer, ‘ I want 
for nothing ’ But it was not allowed to serve ‘ She 
must understand that she could not gratify him so 
much as by enabling him to promote her comfort ’ 

Life (he wiote to her) is still m piospect to Jack and 
me We are not yet what we hope to be Jack is going 
to become a laige gawsie broad-faced piactiser of physic, to 
ride his horse m time, to give aloes by the rule, to make 
money and be a large man , while I, in spite of all my 
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dyspepsias and nervousness and hypochondrias, am still bent 
on being a very mentonous sort of charactei, lather noted 
in the world of letteis, if it so please Providence, and useful, 
I hope, whitheisoevei I go,m the good old cause^ for which I 
beg you to beheve that I cordially agiee with you in feeling 
my chief mteiest, howevei we may difEei in our modes of 
expiessmg ih 



KINNAIRD 


183 


CHAPTER XI. 

AJ> 1823 2 a 

The Bullers after a winter’s experience grew tired of 
Edinburgli, and m the spring of 1823 took Kmnaird 
House, a large handsome residence in Perthshire 
Carlyle during the removal was allowed a hohday He 
had been complaining of his health again He had been 
working hard on Schiller, and was beginmng his transla- 
tion of * Meister ’ His brother had gone home when 
the Umversity session was over, and describes the 
anxiety of the family with a degree of humour unusual 
with him. 


John Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

May 5, 1823 

I found aU the Mainhill people well m body and mmd, 
aU very cheerful, and all disposed to give me a hearty wel- 
come and receive me m their ‘ choicest mood ’ ^ They all 
mqmied aftei you Question followed question anxiously 
‘ Thou’se a vast deal leaner, lad, sm’ thou gaed away I ’ ‘Is 
Tom got better ^ Does he sleep well yet ^ It gaed to my 
heart when he told me m the last letter that he couldna sleep 
without his finger in his ear Poor fellow, he has had a 
terrible tune o’t I see by thee thou’se no tellmg me the 
worst ’ — ^before I could get a word said She thanks you for 


* A phrase of Ed-ward Irving*s 
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the large quantity of tea you sent her It was the best she 
had had f oi a long while Our father is cheerful and vigorous, 
and in the very best health He has got every ounce 
weight of his com sown, his potatoes set and coveied, and 
has wherewith to meet his landlord with an ‘ impudent face ’ 
I gave him Paley’s ^ Hoiae Pauhnae,’ with which he was 
consideiably pleased He told me he had often heard of it, 
hut never could get it He read a httle of it yesterday, 
and was much pleased Jane’s muse has not visited her 
fiequently of late The ‘ letter poetic ’ which she sent yon 
was entuely her own production She made it in her bed 
one mght exactly m the form in which yon got it 

Kinnaird Honse is a beantifnl place in the midst of 
woods near Dunkeld on the Tay Carlyle spent a week 
m Annandale, and rejomed the Bullers there at the 
end of May. 

I spent a joyful week in Annandale (he reported to Miss 
Welsh) amidst scenes m themselves unattiactive or repul- 
sive, but hallowed in my thoughts by the mde but genuine 
worth and true affection of those who people them I think 
I am gomg to be comfortable enough in my new quarters 
The Bullers are good people % and, what is better, the fust 
hour when they treat me uncivilly shall hkewise be the last 
So we hve togethei m that easy style of cheerful mdiffeience 
which seems to be the fit relation between us Por the lest, 
I have bahny air to breathe, fine scenery to look at, and still- 
ness deepei than I have ever befoie enjoyed My apait- 
ments are m a house detached from the laigei building, which, 
except at meals and tunes of busmess, I mtend to fiequent 
but seldom. My wmdow opens into a smooth bowling green, 
surrounded with goodly trees, and the thrushes have been 
smgmg amongst them, though it has rained every moment 
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Since I came Here I purpose to spend my leisure and to 
think sweetly of fnends that are fai away 

Of these friends. Miss Welsh was naturally the most 
frequently m his mind Her relations with him were 
diiftmg gradually m the direction in which friendships 
between young men and young women usually do drift 
She had no thought of marrying him, but she was 
flattered by his attachment. It amused her to see the 
most remaikable person that she had ever met with at 
her feet His bnth and position seemed to secure her 
against the possibility of any closer connection between 
them Thus he had a trying time of it In serious 
moments she would tell him that their meeting had 
made an epoch in her history, and had influenced her 
character and life When the humour changed, she 
would ridicule his Annandale accent, turned his pas- 
sionate expressions to scorn, and when she had toned 
him down again she would smile once more, and en- 
chant him back into illusions She played with him, 
frightened him away, drew him back, quarrelled with 
him, received him again into favour as the fancy took 
her, till the poor man said, ^ My private idea is that 
you are a witch like Sapphira in the New Testament, 
concerning whom Dr Nimmo once preached in my 
hearing, “ It seems probable, my friends, that Ananias 
was tempted into this by some spirit more wicked than 
his wife ” ’ At last, in the summer of 1823, just after 
he was settled at Kmnaird, she was staying in some 
house which she particularly disliked, and on this 
occasion, in a fit of impatience with her surroundings — 
for she dated a letter which she wrote to him thence, 
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very characteristically, as from ^ Hell ’ — she expressed a 
gratitude for Carlyle’s affection for her, more warm than 
she had ever expressed before He beheved her senous, 
and supposed that she had promised to be his wife 
She hastened to tell him, as exphcitly as she could, 
that he had entirely mistaken her. 

My friend (she said), I love you I repeat it, though I 
find the expression a rash one All the best feehngs of my 
nature are concerned m lovmg yon But were you my 
brother I should love you the same No Tour fnend I 
wiH be, your truest, most devoted fnend, while I breathe the 
breath of hfe But your wife, never Never, not though 
you were as iich as Croesus, as honouied and renowned as 
you yet shall be. 

Carlyle took his rebuke manfully *My heart,’ he 
said, ‘ IS too old by almost half a score of years, and is 
made of sterner stuff than to break in junctures of this 
kind I have no idea of dying m the Arcadian shep- 
herd’s style for the disappointment of hopes which I 
never seriously entertained, or had no right to enter- 
tain senously ’ Could they have left matters thus, it 
had been better for both of them Two diamonds do 
not easily form cup and socket But Irving was gone 
Miss Welsh was romantic, and to assist and further the 
advance of a man of extraordinary genius, who was kept 
back from rising by outward circumstances, was not 
without attraction to her. Among her papers there is 
a curious correspondence which passed about this time 
between herself and the family sohcitor Her mothei 
had been left entirely dependent on her Her mamage, 
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she said, was possible, though not probable , and * she 
did not choose that her husband, if he was ever to be so 
disposed, should have it in his power to lessen her 
mother^s income.* She executed an instrument, there- 
fore, by which she transferred the whole of her property 
to her mother during Mrs Welsh’s hfe By another 
she left it to Carlyle after her own and her mother’s 
death. It was a generous act, which showed how far 
she had seen into his character and the future which 
lay before him, if he could have leisure to do justice 
to his talents But it would have been happier for her 
and for him if she could have seen a little further, and 
had persevered in her refusal to add her person to her 
fortune 

Men of genius are ‘ kittle folk,* as the Scotch say 
Carlyle had a strange temper, and from a child was 
* gey lU to deal wi’ ’ When dyspepsia was upon him 
he spared no one, least of all those who were nearest 
and dearest to him Dearly as he loved his brother 
John, yet he had spoken to him while they were 
lodging together m language which he was ashamed 
to remember. ‘Often in winter,’ he acknowledged 
ruefully to the poor John, ‘ when Satauas in the shape 
of bile was heavy upon me, I have said cruel things to 
thee, and bitterly, though vainly, do I recollect them , 
but at bottom I hope you never doubted that I loved 
you * Penitence, however, sincere as it might be, was 
never followed by amendment, even to the very end of 
his life. 

But enough will be heard hereafter on this sad 
subject The hfe at Ehnnaird went on smoothly 
The translation of ‘Meister’ prospered An Edm- 
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burgh publisher undertook to pubhsh it and pay well 
for it There is a letter from Carlyle to his mother, 
dated June 10 of this year Half a page is cut off, and 
contained evidently a cheque for a sTnaO gum of 
money 

Thamas GarlyU to Mrs Ca/rlyle, MamUll 

Kinnaird House June 10, 1823 

This letter may operate as a spui on the diligence of my 
beloved and valuable conespondents at Mainlnli Theie is 
a small blank made in the sheet for a purpose which you wiU 
notice I beg you to accept the httle picture which fiUs it 
without any murmunng It is a pool testimonial of the 
grateful love I should ever bear you If I hope to get a 
moderate command of money m the course of my hfe’s 
operations, I long for it chiefly that I may testify to those 
dear to me what affection I entertain foi them In the 
meantime we ought to be thanMul that we have nevei 
known what it was to be m feai of want, but have always 
had wherewith to gratify one another by these httle acts of 
kmdness, which are worth more than milhons unblest by a 
true feehng between the giver and receiver You m nst buy 
yourself any httle odd things you want, and think I enjoy it 
along with you, if it add to yoni comfort I do in dee d enjoy 
it with you I should be a dog if I did not I am grateful 
to you for kmdness and true affection such as no other heart 
will ever feel for me I am proud of my mother, though 
she is neither nch nor learned If I ever foiget to love and 
reverence her, I must cease to be a creature myself worth 
remembeimg Often, my dear mother, m sohtaiy pensive 
moments does it come across me like the cold shadow of 
death that we two must part m the course of fame j 
shudder at the thought, and find no refuge except m humbly 
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brnsfcmg that the great Q-od will surely appoint us a meeting 
m that fai country to which we are tending May He bless 
you for evei, my good mother, and keep up in youi heart 
those subhme hopes which at present serve as a pillar of 
cloud by day and a pillar of fire by mght to guide your foot- 
steps through the \rfderness of life We are m his hands 
He will not utteily forsake us Let us trust m Him 
I have no news of myself to send you except what aie 
good The boys are going on very fairly with me They 
are excellent cieatuies m the mam With the rest of the 
family I am on the best footmg We talk together cheer- 
fully whenever we meet They show themselves anxious to 
piomote my comfoit by every rational airangement When 
with them I forget that there is any difference m worldly 
rank They have then wealth, and bnth, and connections 
and accomplishments to biag of I too have my httle stock 
of vamties withm myself My health was scaicely so good 
as you saw it for some days after I arrived The an is pure 
as may be, and I am quiet as when at home , but I did not 
sleep well for some nights, and began to fear that I was 
again gomg down hill On considermg what the matter 
might be, it struck me it was, perhaps, my dinmg so late, at 
five o’clock, and fastmg so long before dmner A new regu- 
lation took place mstantly, and now except on Sabbath days, 
when from choice I eat with the family, my meals are served 
up m a very comfortable manner at the hours I myself 
selected The boys and I are up at breakfast a httle before 
mne We begm work haff an hour after it, contmumg till 
one Then I go out and walk, or smoke, or amuse myself 
tiU half-past two, when dinnei is waitmg for me m the par- 
lour, after which teaching recommences till near five, and 
then I am free as air for the mght I go mto my own loom 
and do whatsoever seemeth me good I go out of it and 
walk and sometimes nde, and Donovan, the smart, whiskmg, 



igo 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


and very trustworthy butler, has a dish of tea standing 
ready for me at seven By this means I have brought my- 
self round again I like the arrangement also because I 
have more time to myself, and am less restricted m my 
movements I have begun translating the German woik 
which Jack knows of I am busy, I shall be healthy, and in 
the meantime I am as comfortable as I could hope to be 

To John Garlyle. 


Kinnaird June 24. 

Tell our mother I have a jdre every night, and that all 
things I want are supphed to me abundantly We have 
no moidents m oui menage BuUer fishes and ndes, and 
eschews heait(ache) ^ The lady saunters about on the back 
of a grey stalkmg pony, and fights agamst mnui as fiercely as 
she can Both are uniformly civil and even kmd to me 
We have got two visitors fiom the south with us at piesent, 
Anna Pole and Eegmald Pole her brother , but they produce 
no change m oui mode of life The lady is fully amved at 
the years of disoietion, at least if these are under thuiiy 
She is good-humoured, understands all cookery fiom the 
mixture of water-gruel up to the composition of the choicest 
cuny She has a coinehan necklace, and kmd blue eyes, 
and a bit mmUe-gawn tongue Eegmald has been at 
Oxford studymg the nature of hoises Philosophy is all a 
hum , but the short back, and the shouldei, and the hands 
of height, and the piice, and the speed — ^these aie the pomts 
for a future parson of the Enghsh Church My own boys m 
general behave admirably well to me and not v&ry lU to 
themselves. Under this fine climate and among these 
beautiful scenes I am at no loss to pass my time with profit 


i Paper tom 



LIFE AT KINNAJRD 


191 

to my body, if not my mind I wander by the copses on the 
shores of the Tay, or stroll over these black, mteimmable 
sohtary moors, and meditate on many foolish things 

Later m the season, when London began to empty 
itself, other guests appeared at Kinnaird. The first 
glimpse mto the great world did not please Carlyle 

I see something of fashionable people here (he wrote 
to Miss Welsh), and truly to my plebeian conception there is 
not a more futile class of persons on the face of the earth 
If I weie doomed to exist as a man of fashion, I do honestly 
beheve I should swallow ratsbane, or apply to hemp or steel 
before thiee months were over Fiom day to day and yeai 
to year the problem is, not how to use tune, but how to 
waste it least painfully They have then dinners and their 
routs They move heaven and eaith to get everythmg 
arranged and enacted piopeily , and when the whole is done 
what IS it? Had the parties all wrapped themselves m 
vaim blankets and kept their beds, much peace had been 
among seveial hundred of his Majesty’s subjects, and the 
same result, the uneasy destruction of half a dozen hours, 
had been quite as well attamed No wondei poor women 
take to opium and scandal The wonder is lather that these 
queens of the land do not some mormng, struck by the hope- 
lessness of their condition, make a general finish by 
simultaneous consent, and exhibit to coroners and juries the 
spectacle of the whole woild of ton suspended by their 
garters, and fieed at last from mnm m the most cheap and 
complete of all possible modes There is somethmg m the 
life of a stuidy peasant toilmg from sun to sun for a pFump 
wife and six eatmg childien , but as for the Lady Jerseys and 
the Loid Petershams, peace be with them. 
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There was a ghmpse, too, of modem sporting, which 
was as little admirable as the fine ladies and gentlemen 

To John Carlyle. 


Kinnaird September 17 

I got your lettei last Fnday on letnrning from a roe 
hunt, which we had all been assistmg at m the wood on the 
hill beside us A somer piece of entertainment, I may 
observe, is not to be met with m this kingdom They went 
halloomg and beating the bushes, and talkmg Gaelic, the 
gun-men standing at certain determined pomts with their 
pieces ready, and I driving on Mrs Bullei and a wretched 
old clout of a white pony she was iiding on, or doing my 
best to keep her m talk while we sat for hours m open 
places among the heath In the course of the day they got 
two fawns about as large as your long-eaied wailock, in 
value somewheie about sixpence a piece, and thought it 
royal sport Eegmald de la Pole shot them both, and never 
was victoi at the Olympic games moie chaimed with his 
laurels Richaid BuUer,^ the other Oxfoid scholar, declaied 
on the first occasion ‘ he would have given a soveieign for 
that shot ’ Aftei the second he became chop-fallen, and spoke 
httle more for four and twenty hours Stc %tur ad aatra 

Sporting was not the only amusement at Kinnaird 
There was literature also and literary discussion 
Irving’s popularity had taken fire, as Carlyle chilled it, 
and he had become the rage of fashionable London 
fie had pubhshed an argument for judgment to come, 
wntfen hi great excitement and under some imagined 
quasi inspiration 

1 Nephew of Mr Buller, on a visit at Kmnaird 
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Irving’s book (Carlyle wiote) is come three days ago 
Mrs Bullei bought it I feai it will baldly do Theie is a 
fieice and very spiteful leview of it and him m the last 
‘ Blackwood ’ Theie is stiong talent m it, true eloquence 
and vigoious thought, but the foundation is rotten, and the 
building itself a kmd of monster m architectuie, beautiful 
in parts, vast m dimensions, but on the whole decidedly a 
monstei Bullei has stuck in the middle of it, ‘ Can’t fall 
m with your fnend at all, Mr 0 ’ Mrs BuUer is very near 
sticlang , sometimes I burst nght out laughmg when lead- 
ing it At other times I admiied it smceiely 
I am sorry (he wiote a httle later to Miss Welsh) that 
Iivmg’s pleaching has taken such a turn , he had been much 
bettei if, without the pleasuie of being a newspapei lion and 
a season’s wonder, he had gradually become what he must 
ultimately pass foi — b , pieacher of &st-iate abihties, of gieat 
eloquence, with a head fertile above all otheis m sense and 
nonsense, and a heart of the most honest and kmdly sort 
As it is, our fiiend mcurs the iisk of many vagaries and 
disasters, and at best the ceitamty of much disquietude 
His path is steadfast and manly only when he has to 
encounter opposition and misfortune When fed with 
flatteries and piospeiity his progress soon changes into 
‘ground and lofty tumbling,’ accompanied with all the 
hazards and confusion that usually attend this species of 
movement With thiee newspapers to praise him and thiee 
to blame, with about six peers and six dozen right 
honouiables intioduced to turn every Sunday, tickets issuing 
for his church as if it weie a theatre, and aU the devout old 
women in the capital treating him with comfits and adula- 
tion, I know that ere now he is striking the stars with his 
sublime head — ^well if he do not break his shms among the 
rough places of the ground I wish we saw him safely down 
agam, and walkmg as other men walk • , • I hav^ meant 

VOL. I. 13 
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to wnte to him very frequently for almost three months, but 
I know not well how to effect it He will be talking about 
‘ the Lord,’ and twenty othei thmgs which he himself only 
wishes to beheve, and which to one that knows and loves 
him are tiuly painful to hear Happy Irvmg, after all, 
that IS fitted with a task which he loves and is equal to 
He entertams no doubt that he is batteiing to its base the 
fortress of the Ahen, and he hes down every night to dream 
of plantmg the old true blue Presbyterian flag upon the 
summit of the rums 


^ Happy Irving, that is fitted with a task that he 
loves ’ Without any tinge of envy Carlyle could not 
but contrast his friend’s lot with his own , and the 
sense of this was perhaps the more painful, because his 
friend was winning fame and name on a course which 
he knew to be a wrong one But a few years since they 
were poor schoolmasters together at Kiikcaldy, and now 
living was the theological hon of the age, the passing 
wonder of lawyers, statesmen, and men of the world, 
who, having set religion aside as no longer worthy of 
serious consideration, were awakened by him to a 
languid behef that there might be something m it 
after all Carlyle saw the hollowness of the success; 
yet for all that his friend had been hfted into a blaze of 
distinction, while he was still unnoticed, was still in his 
own conscience undeserving of notice, and unable to 
turn to account the talents which he knew that he 
p6ssessed He would have been more than mortal if 
he had not at times repined at the inequahties of Fate. 

Poor Irving ^ Little Carlyle knew or could measure 
his friend’s real condition So far from ^ standing on 
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tiptoe on Fortune’s wheel,’ he was just then getting 
married, and trying to forget Haddmgton Carlyle saw 
him on his wedding tour in the Highlands He has 
given an account of their meeting in his ‘Eeminis- 
cences ’ which need not be repeated here It had been 
intended that Miss Welsh should pay Irving and his 
wife a visit in London as soon as they were settled 
But Irving could not face the trial , he only hoped that 
a time might come when he might be able to face it 

My dear Isabella (he wiote to hei) has succeeded m heal- 
mg the wounds of my heait by hei unexampled affection and 
tenderness , but am I haidly yet in a condition to expose 
them My former calmness and piety aie letuinmg I feel 
groivmg in giace and hokiiess , and befoie anothei yeai I 
shall be woithy in the eye of my own conscience to leceive 
you into my house and under my caie, which till then I 
should haidly be 

Carlyle’s lot was happy compared to Irving’s, and yet 
he was already quarrelling with it The Bullers, as he 
admitted, were most kind and considerate , yet he must 
have tried their patience He was uneasy, restless, 
with dyspepsia and intellectual fever He laid the 
blame on his position, and was already meditating to 
throw up his engagement 

To John Carlyle 


September 2 

I sleep megulaily heie, and feel a little, veiy lictle, moie 
than my usual shaie of toituie eveiy day What the cause 
IS would puzzle me to explain within the limits I could heie 

13—2 



196 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


assign it I take exercise sufficient daily, I attend with 
vigorous minuteness to the quality of n^ food , I take all 
the piecautions that I can, yet stiU the disease abates not 
I should be an unieasonable blockhead did I complain of the 
conduct of Mr and Mrs Bullei towaids me Any anange- 
ment that I could suggest would, I have not a doubt, be 
most cheerfully complied with Much trouble they have 
aheady had with me But their good lesolutions and enact- 
ments requue to be executed by a pack of lazy, caieless, and 
irregular waitmg men and women, and often m this wasteful 
transmission then good wiU comes my length almost void 
It IS the hundred petty omissions and commissions of this 
mrmll&y coupled with the small mqmetudes and vexations, 
small but often retummg, of my official employments that 
chiefly act against me, and render this Kinnaud a woise 
place for me than Mamhill Pity that it weie so I might 
else be very happy Heie am I sittmg m this far highland 
glen, under a fair autumn mght, with my cleai fire of oak 
sticks blazmg near me, my books and my tackle all around 
me, and no sound at all but now and then the twang of 
honest James Gow’s fiddle, who is solacing his labours by 
this not usual gratification , paitly, I suppose, because he sees 
the sky beautiful and mild and kind, and feels m spmts, he 
knows not why The boys and old people and all seem to 
grow m their esteem for me It is very haid But what 
avails its hardness or softness either ? Let us have done with 
whimng and consider what steps can be taken to lemedy it 
Often and long have I meditated that pomt since I came 
hither I have cudgelled my biams till they are sore to seek 
dehverance, for, like Joseph of Austria, $aT ma tete smh 
must I get help if I get help at all This, then. Jack, I have 
in view at present The Bullers — I mean the old gentry, 
with Miss Pole— are gone to Abeideen to some Oaledoman 
hunt or other, and will not be back for ten days At their 
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return, if I am not better than I have been lately, I shall say 
to them, ‘ My very noble and approved good masters, allow 
me to ask you what you purpose doing tbiough the wmter 
with your boys ^ If to go to Edmburgh, can I be any way 
accommodated there, so that I shall have the entire command 
of my eatmg and drmkmg, sleeping, wakmg, and general 
regimen ? If so, then I shall be very glad to serve you To 
stay here as you once proposed ? This plan I doubt not may 
be attended with a thousand benefits , but for my poor share 
of it, I have distmctly ascertained that my Ic&rhage cannot 
stand it without manifest and permanent mjuiy, and there- 
fore, with the most profound dorsoflexions, I beg to wish you 
all good mommg as soon as may be ’ 

So here, you see, the matter rests I care not the tossmg 
of a halfpenny whether I go or stay If I go, I have money 
enough to keep me foi a year or two I can obtain plenty 
of hterary tasks, and get them done about five tunes as effec- 
tually as now If I stay I shall gather a hundred or two 
additional pounds, and have the privilege of hvmg for the 
wmter m Edmbuigh, where my engagements caU me to be, 
at any rate I shall leave it m sprmg with books and pens 
and fresh undertakmgs We shall get some accommodation 
furbished up at Mamhill (the old peat-house or some hole), 
where, by the aid of Baidolph ^ and my faithful mother, I 
am nearly ceitam I can recover my health I shall be very 
busy, and we can all hve together as merry as maltmen , so 
I cast my cap into the air m defiance of all thmgs yet , for 
the spint that is m me is still unbroken as the spirit of that 
old lame duck you have at home, who trusts, though at 
present wmged and mashed m both her hmbs, that she shall 
yet by the blessmg of Providence lay above five shiJlmgs 
worth of eggs, and be useful m her day and generation 

‘ A horse bought £or Carlyle by his brother Alexander, and 'with him 
at Einnaird* 
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In better moments Carlyle recognised that the mis- 
chief was m himself, and that the spot did not exist 
upon earth where so sensitive a skin would not be 
imtated He wrote a foitmght after . — 


I find the Bullers are deteimmed to stay here with us 
all the wmtei If I had any qmet place to letue to I beheve 
I should be tempted to thiow up my commission to-morrow, 
and set foith to try the voyage on anothei tack, as I must 
ere long do at any late But theie is none MamhiU must 
be full of bustle and confusion at this time,^ unfit for 
purposes of hterary labour Of Bdmbuigh, of living m 
lodgmgs with Mantle^ and stenches and honors more than 
tongue can teU to drive me to despau, I cannot think 
without a cold shuddei which scarcely the piospect of the 
gallows could brmg over me Many a man, I am suie, has 
been tned by fifteen of his peeis, and fanly doomed and 
hanged, and quarteied by the doctoi’S, with less torment 
than I have suffered m that fatal city for no cause at all 
What then shall I do ? In days when wiecked with want of 
sleep and all its mfernal et cc&t&ras, I am sometimes within 
an mch of wntmg to Bullei to signify my resolution of de- 
parting , but their kmdness to me and the reflection of my 
inabihty to mend the matter certainly, and the nsk I run of 
makmg it consideiably worse, always shuts my mouth Next 
day, perhaps, I shall sleep better and become as lively as a 
hawk, and thmk I might exist here long enough very com- 
fortably Thus I vaiy and vacillate Most probably it will 
long be so It seems likely I shall just thnng on here till 
I get despeiate, and then cut and run 


’ Harvest 

® Mantle was tlie name of his least loved landlady 
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Meanwhile I make a pomt of going on with Q-oethe ^ Ten 
pages I find more than I can almost ever execute, for it is 
very haid, and I scarcely get fairly mto the spuit of it till 
I must leave off Nevertheless, I gar myself (as our father 
would do) go on with this thmg I am now more than half 
through the first volume It will all be ready long eie spimg 
You and I could do it in four weeks if we had quiet quarters, 
and the fiend would give me any respite I am sometimes 
tempted to saUy off and get it done and then have it prmted 
m wmter , then take somethmg different and better, down to 
Mamhill, to woik and toil as if I were a brownie, not a man, 
till I have conquered aU these mean impediments that hem 
m the fiee-bom, heaven-tendmg soul I say, Jack, thou 
and I must never falter Work, my boy, woik unweaiiedly 
I swear that all the thousand miseries of this haid fight, and 
ill health, the most temfiic of them all, shall never cham us 
down By the nvei Styx it shall not Two fellows from 
a nameless spot m Annandale shall yet show the world the 
pluck that IS m Oailyles 

Mrs Buller must have been a most forbearing and 
discerning woman She must have suffered, hke every- 
one who came m contact with Carlyle, from his strange 
humours, but she had mind enough to see what he was, 
and was willing to endure much to keep such a man at 
her sons’ side 


’ The translation of 'Mmtar* 
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CHAPTEE Xn. 

AD 1823 MT 28 

Ii- Carlyle complained, Ins complaints were the im- 
patience of a man wlio was working with all his might 
If his dyspepsia did him no serious harm, it obstructed 
his efforts and made him miserable with pain He 
had written the first part of Schiller, which was now 
coming out in the ^London Magazine ’ He was trans- 
latmg *Meister,’ and his translation, though the 
production of a man who had taught himself with 
grammar and dictionary, and had never spoken a word 
of German, is yet one of the veiy best wbieh has ever 
been made from one language into another. In every- 
thing which he undeitook he never spared laboui or 
slurred over a difficulty, but endeavoured with his 
whole strength to do his work faithfully A journal 
which he kept intermittently at Kinnaird throws hght 
into the inner regions of his mind, while it shows also 
how much he really suffered. Deeply as he admired 
his German friends, his stem Scotch Calvinism found 
much in them that offended him Goethe and even 
Schiller appeared to think that the hope of improve- 
ment for mankind lay in culture rather than morality — 
m sesthetics, in arts, m poetry, in the drama, rather 
than in obedience to the old rugged rules of right and 
wrong , and this perplexed and displeased biTn 

Schiller (he wntes) was a very worthy oharactei, possessed 
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of gieat talents, and fortunate m always finding means to 
employ them m the attainment of worthy ends The 
puismt of the Beautiful, the representmg it m suitable 
forms, and the diffusion of the feehngs ansmg from it, 
operated as a kmd of rehgion m his soul He talks m some 
of his essays about the aesthetic bemg a necessary means of 
improvement among pohtical societies His efforts in this 
cause accordmgly not only satisfied the lestless activity, the 
desire of cieatmg and woikmg upon others which forms the 
great want of an elevated mind, but yielded a sort of balsam 
to his conscience He viewed himself as an apostle of the 
Sublime Pity that he had no better way of satisfying it 
A playhouse shows but mdiffeiently as an arena for the 
moiahst It is even mfeiior to the synod of the theologian 
One IS tired to death with his and Goethe’s palalra about 
the nature of the fine aits Did Shakespeaie know anything 
of the 83 sthetio ? Did Homer ? Kant’s philosophy has a 
gigantic appearance at a distance, enveloped in clouds and 
darkness, shadowed forth m types and symbols of unknown 
and fantastic derivation Theie is an apparatus, and a 
flourishing of drums and trumpets, and a tumultuous MarU- 
schreyerei^ as if all the eaith were going to renew its youth , 
and the Esoterics aie equally alluied by all this pomp and 
cucumstance, and repelled by the hollowness and airy 
nothingness of the waie which is presented to them Any of 
the results which have been made mtelligible to us turn out 
to be — ^hke Dryden m the ‘ Battle of the Books’ — a helmet 
of rusty lion laige as a latchen pot, and withm it a head 
httle biggei than a nut What is Schlegel’s great solution 
of the mystery of life ^ ‘ the strife of necessity against tbe 
will ’ Nothing earthly but the old old story that ajl men 
And it difficult to get on m the world, and that one never 
can get aU his humours out They pretend that Nature 
gives people tiue mtimations of true beauty and just pim- 



202 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


ciples m Art , but the bildende Kunstler and the nchtmd^ 
ought to investigate the true foundation of these obscure 
intimations, and set them fast on the basis of reason Stuff 
and nonsense I fear it is People made finer pieces of woik- 
manship when there was not a cntic among them, just as 
people did finer actions when there was no theory of the 
moral sentiments among them Natuie is the sure guide in 
all cases, and peihaps the only requsite is that we have 
judgment enough to apply the sentiment implanted in us 
without an effort to the more complex circumstances that 
will meet us more fiequently as we advance m culture 
or move m a society moie artificial Poor silly sons of 
Adam I you have been pratmg on these thmgs for two or 
three thousand years, and you have not advanced a ban’s 
bieadth towards the conclusion Poor fellows, and poorer 
me, that take the tiouble to repeat such insipidities and 
truisms 

Here, on the same page, Car- 
lyle sketched the emblem of the 
wasting candle, with the motto 
written on it, ‘ Terar dum 

^ May I be wasted, so that 
I be of use.’ He goes on — 

But what if I do not prosum ? Why then terar still, so 
I cannot help it This is the end and begmnmg of all 
philosophy, known even to Smgleton the blacksmith , we 
must just do the best we can Oh, most lame and impotent 
conclusion J I wish I fully understood the philosophy of 
Kant * Is it a chaptei m the history of human f oUy ? or the 
brightest m the history of human wisdom ? or both mixed ? 
and m what degree ? 
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This was wntten on May 23 The next entry 
begins — 

It m now ITovemher; six weary months have passed 
away, another portion from my span of bemg , and here 
am I, m a wet, dieary night at Kinnand, with no le- 
collections or acquisitions to fill up that span with , but 
the recollection of agonised days and nights, and the ac- 
quisition of a state of health worse than ever it was 
tune I my tune 1 my peace and activity ^ where are they ^ 
I could read the curse of Emulphus, oi something twenty 
tunes as fieice, upon myself and all things earthly What 
will become of me ^ Happiness I Tophet must be happiei 

than this , or they ^but, Msta ' it is no use talkmg Let 

me get on with Schiller, then with Goethe ‘They that 
meaned at a gowden gown gat aye the sleeve ’ I shall not 
get even the listmg Schiller is in the wrong vem — ^laboiious, 
partly affected, meagre, bombastic Too often it strives by 
lofty words to hide httleness of thought Would I were 
done with it I Oh, Carlyle ^ if thou ever become happy, 
think on these days of pam and darkness, and thou wilt join 
tiemblmg with thy nurth 


There is somethmg m leadmg a weak or dull book veiy 
nauseous to me Eeadmgis a wearmess of the flesh After 
reading and studymg about two scores of good books there is 
no new thing whatevei to be met with m the geneiality of 
libianes , lepetitions a thousand times lepeated of the same 
geneial idea Feelings, opmions, and events, all is what we 
might anticipate No man without Themistocles’ gift of 
forgettmg can possibly spend his days in leading Geneially 
about the age of five and twenty he should begm to put the 
little knowledge he has acquired (it can be but httle) from 
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books to some practical nse If I could that were my 
practical use But, alas I alas I Oh Schiller I what secret 
hadst thou for creating such things as Max andThekla when 
thy body was wastmg with disease ^ lam well mgh 6>om^ I 
think To die is haid enough at this age To die by mches 
IS very hard But I w%U not Though all things human 
and divine are agamst me, I will not 
December 14 — Schiller, part u is off to London thiee 
weeks ago It was very bad Part in I am swithering to 
begm , would it were finished I 
I spent ten days wretchedly m Bdmbuigh and Haddmgton 
I was consultmg doctors, who made me give up my deal 
mcotium and take to meicury I am to wiite letters, and 
then begm Schillei May (Jod bless all my fnends I my 
poor mother at the head of them It sometimes comes on 
me like the shadow of death that we are all parting from one 
another — each movmg his several, his mevitable way , fate 
dnvmg us on— mexoiable, dread, relentless fate ETo dehver- 
ance I {JMxt dm, Fvsse stampfend ) No help ? Alas, poor 
sons of Adam 1 

December 31 — ^The year is closmg This time eight and 
twenty years I was a child of three weeks old, sleepmg m 
my mother’s bosom. 

Oh! little did my mither think 
That day she cradled me, 

The lands that I should travel in, 

The death I was to dee 

Another hour and 1828 is with the years beyond the flood 
What have I done to maik the course of it ? Suffered the 
pangs^ of Tophet almost daily , grown sicker and sicker , 
ahenated by my misery certam of my fnends, and worn out 
from my own nund a few remaming capabilities of enjoy- 
ment , reduced my world a UUle nearer the condition of a 
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bare, rugged desert, where peace and rest for me is none 
Hopeful youth, Mr 0 f Another year or two and it will do 
Another year or two and thou wilt wholly — ^this oa^ut 
mortuum of thy former self , a cieature ignorant, stupid, 
peevish, disappomted, bioken-hearted, the veriest wretch 
upon the surface of the globe My curse seems deeper and 
blacker than that of any man to be immured in a rotten 
carcase, every avenue of which is changed mto an inlet of 
pain, till my intellect is obscured and weakened, and my 
head and heart are alike desolate and dark How have I 
deserved this ^ Oi is it mere fate that orders these things, 
caimg no jot foi meiit 01 dement, crushing our pool mortal 
mterests among its ponderous machinery, and gnndmg us 
and them to dust relentlessly I know not Shall I evei 
know ^ Then why don’t you kill yourself, sir ? Is theie 
not arsenic ? is there not ratsbane of vaiious kmds ^ and 
hemp ^ and steel ? Most true, Sathanas, all these thmgs 
are , but it wiU be tune enough to use them when I have 
lost the game which I am as yet but losing You observe, 
su, I have stiU a glimmermg of hope , and while my friends, 
my mother, father, brothers, sisters hve, the duty of not 
bieakmg their hearts would still remain to be peiformed 
when hope had utterly fled For which reason — even if 
there were no others, which, however, I believe there are — 
the benevolent Sathanas will excuse me I do not design to 
be a suicide God m heaven forbid ^ That way I was never 
tempted But wheie is the use of gomg on with this ^ I 
am not wntmg like a reasonable man If I am miserable 
the more reason theie is to gather my faculties together, and 
see what can be done to help myself I want health, 
health, health ^ On this subject I am becoming quite 
fmious , my torments aie greater than I am able to* beai 
If I do not soon recovei, I am miserable foi ever and ever 
They talk of the benefit of ill health m a moial pomt of 
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view I declare solemnly, without exaggeiation, that I im- 
pute nine-tenths of my piesent wietchedness, and lathei 
moie than nine-tenths of all my faults, to this infernal dis 
Older in the stomach 

But if it were once away, I think I could snap my fingers 
in the face of aU the world The only good of it is the fiiends 
it Lnes foi us and endears to us Oh, theie is a chaim in true 
olTection that suffeimg cannot weary, that abides by us in the 
day of fretfulness and daik calamity, a chaim which almost 
makes amends for misery Love to fiiends — ^alas ^ I may al- 

most say lelatives — ^is now almost the sole lehgion of my mmd 
I have hopes of ‘Meister,’ though they aie still very famt 
Schiller, part m I began ]ust three nights ago I abso- 
lutely could not soonei These drugs leave me scarcely the 
consciousness of existence I am scribblmg, not wilting, 
SchiUei My mind will not catch hold of it I skim it, do 
it as I wfil, and I am as anxious as possible to get it off my 
hands It will not do for pubhshmg sepaiately It is not 
in my natural vein I wrote a very httle of it to-night, and 
then went and talked meptitudes at the house Alas ’ theie 
is mercurial powder m me, and a gnawing pam over all the 
organs of digestion, especially m the pit and left side of the 
stomach Let this excuse the wild absmdity above 
Half-past eleven — ^The silly Donovan is conung down 
(at least so I mteipieted his threat) with punch oi ‘ wishes,’ 
which cui tails the few reflections that mercury might still 
leave it m my power to make To make none at all will 
perhaps be as well It exhibits not an interesting, but a 
true pictuie of my present mood — stupid, unhappy, by fits 
wretched, but also dull — dull and veiy weak 

Now fare thee weU, old twenty-three, 

No powers, no arts can thee retain , 

Eternity will roll away, 

And thou wilt never come again 
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And welcome thou, young twenty-four, 

Thou bnngest to men of joy and grief , 

Whatever thou bnngest in sufferings sour, 

The heart in faith will hope relief 

Here thou art, by Jove Donny is not come G-ood-mght — 
to whom ^ 

Janmry 7 — ^Last Sunday came the ‘ Times’ newspaper 
with the commencement of Schiller, part u extracted So 
Valtei thought it on this side zeio I believe this is about 
the first compliment (most slender as it is) that ever was paid 
me by a person who could have no interest in hoodwinking 
me I am very weak It kept me cheeiful for an hour 
Even yet I sometunes feel it Ceitainly no one evei wrote 
with such tiemendous difficulty as I do Shall I evei leai 11 
to wnte with ease ? 

There can be no doubt that Cailyle suffered and per- 
haps suffered excessively It is equally certain that 
his sufferings were immensely aggravated by the treat- 
ment to which he was submitted ^ A long hairy-eared 
jackass/ as he called some eminent Edinbuigh physician, 
had ordered him to give up tobacco, but he had ordeied 
him to take meicury, as well , and he told me that 
along with the mercury he must have swallowed whole 
hogsheads of castor oil Much of his pain would be so 
accounted for , but of aU the men whom I have ever 
seen, Carlyle was the least patient of the common woes 
of humanity Nature had, m fact, given him a con- 
stitution of unusual strength He saw his ailments 
through the lens of his imagination, so magnified by 
the metaphors in which he described them as to seem 
to him to be something supernatural , and if he was a 
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torment to himself, he distracted every one with whom 
he came in contact He had been to Edinburgh about 
the printing of ‘ Meister/ and had slept in the lodgings 
which he had longed for at Kinnaird * There was one 
of those pubhc guardians there,’ ^ he says in a letter, 
‘ whose throat I could have cut that night , his voice 
was loud, hideous, and ear and soul piercing, resembling 
the voices of ten thousand gib cats all molten into one 
terrific peal ’ He had been given rooms in a separate 
house at Kinnaird for the sake of quiet This did not 
content mm either When the winter came he com- 
plamed of the cold 

My bower (he said) is the most pohte of bowers, refusmg 
admittance to no wind that blows fiom any quarter of the 
shipmate’s card It is scarcely larger than youi room at 
Mfl,nibill , yet has three windows, and of coiase, a door, aU 
ftbmnir and ciazy The walls, too, aie pierced with many 
crevices, for the mansion has been built by Highland masons, 
apparently m a remote century I put on my giay duffle 
sittmg jupe I bullyrag the sluttish harlots of the place, and 
cause them to make fires that would melt a stithy 

Poor Mrs Puller’s household management pleased 
him as little 

This blessed stomach I have lost aU patience with (he 
wrote to has brother Alexander) The want of health 
threatens to be the downdraught of all my lofty schemes 
My heart is burnt with fury and mdignation when I think 
of bemg cramped and shackled and tormented as never 
man JiU me was ‘There is too much fire m my belly,’ as 
Earn Pass said, to permit my dwmdlmg mto a paltry valetu- 


^ A watchman. 
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dinanan I mnsb and will be fiee of these despicable fetteis, 
whatever may betide . I could almost set my house in 
order, and go and hang myself hke Judas If I take any of 
their swine-meat porridge, I sleep , but a double portion of 
stupidity oveiwhelms me, and I awake very eaily m the 
morning with the sweet consciousness that anothei day of my 
piecious, piecious time is gone uievocably, that I have been 
very miserable yesteiday, and shall be \eiy miserable to-day 
It is clear to me that I can never lecover 01 retam my health 
under the economy of Mrs BuUer Nothmg, therefore, 
lemams for me but to leave it This kind of hfe is next to 
absolute staivation, only slowei m its agony And if I had 
my health even moderately restored, I could earn as much by 
my own exertions 

So it would be one day The next, the pain would 
be gone, the sun would be shining again, and nothing 
would remain but a twinge of remorse for the anxiety 
which his clamours might have caused He apologised 
in a letter to his father with characteristic coolness. 

I often grieve for the uneasmess my complainmg costs 
you and my dear mother, who is of feebler texture in that re- 
spect than you But by this tune she must be beginning to 
understand me , to know that when I shout ‘ murder,’ I am 
not always bemg killed The truth is, complamt is the 
natural resouice of uneasiness, and I have none that I care to 
complam to, but you After all, however, I am not so 
miserable as you would think My health is better than it 
was last year, but I have lost aU patience with it , and when 
ever any retrograde movement comes in view, I get quite 
desperate m the matter , being determmed that I must get 
well — cost what it will On days when moderately well, T 
voi- p 14 
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feel as happy as otheis , happier peihaps, for sweefc is pleasure 
aftei pam 

I have dwelt more fally ou these aspects of Carlyle’s 
character than m themselves they deserve, because the 
irritability which he could not or would not try to 
control followed him through the greater part of his 
hfe It was no light mattei to take charge of such a 
person, as Miss Welsh was beginning to contemplate 
the possibJity of doing Nor can we blame the anxiety 
with which her mother was now regarding the closeness 
of the correspondence between Carlyle and her daughter 
Extreme as was the undesirableness of such a marriage 
in a woildly point of view, it is to Mrs Welsh’s credit 
that inequality of social position was not the cause of 
her alarm, so much as the violence of temper which 
Carlyle could not restrain even before her The fault, 
however, was of the surface merely, and Miss Welsh 
was not the only person who could see the essential 
quality of the nature which lay below Mrs BuUer 
had suffered from Carlyle’s humours as keenly as 
anyone, except, perhaps, her poor ‘ sluttish harlots , ’ 
yet she was most anxious that he should remain with 
the family and have the exclusive training of her sons 
They had been long enough at Kinnaird, their future 
plans were unsettled They thought of a house in 
Cornwall, of a house m London, of travelhng abroad, in 
all of which arrangements they desired to include 
Carlyle ^ At length it was settled — so far as Mrs. 
Bulldr could settle anything — that they were to stay 
where they were till the end of January, and then go for 
the season to London Carlyle was to remain behind 
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m Scotland till he had earned * Meister * through the 
pi ess Irving had invited him to be his guest at any 
time in the spring which might suit him, and farther 
plans could then be arranged For the moment his 
mind was taken off from his own sorrows by the need 
of helping his brothers His brother Alick was staiting 
in business as a faimer Carlyle found him in money, 
and lefused to be thanked for it * What any brethren 
of our father^s house possess/ he said, ^ I look on as 
common stock, from which all are entitled to draw 
whenever their convenience requires it Feehngs far 
nobler than pride are my guides in such matters ’ 

He was alieady suppoiting John Cailyle at college, 
and not suppoiting only, but directing and advising. 
His counsels weie always wise As a son and brother 
his conduct in all essentials was faultlessly admirable 
Here is a letter on the %^alue of a profession John, it 
seems, was shrinking fiom drudgery, and inchmng to 
foUow the siren of literature 

Thomas Oa'ilyle to John Carlyle, 

Xinnaird Jan 1, 1824 

I am glad to learn that your repugnance to medicine is 
giadually wearmg away Persist honestly m the study, and 
you will like it more and more Like all piactical sciences, 
medicme is begiit with a tangled bolder of minute, technical, 
unmteiestmg, or, it may be, disgustmg details, the whole of 
which must be masteied before you penetrate mto the philo- 
sophy of the business, and get the bettei powers of your 
understandmg at all fastened on the subject Ton aie'now, 
I suppose, gettmg acioss these biambly thickets mto the 
green fields of the science Go on and prosper, my dear 
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Jack ! Let not the difficulties lepulse you, nor the little 
contentions of natuial taste abate youi ardoui To conquer 
our inclinations of whatever sort is a lesson which all men 
have to leain, and the man who learns it soonest will learn 
it easiest This medicme youi judgment says is to be use- 
ful to you Do you assail it and get the better of it, in 
spite of all other consideiations It is a noble thing to have 
a profession by the end it makes a man independent of all 
mortals He is richei than a loid, for no external change 
can destroy the possession which he has acquired for himself, 
Noi IS there any weight in the feais you labour under about 
failing m moie mterestmg acquisitions by youi dihgence in 
following aftei this It appears to me that a man who is not 
boin to some independency, if he means to devote himself to 
literature pioperly so called, even ought to study some pio- 
fession which as a first preliminary will enable him to hve 
It is galhng and heartbuimng to hve on the piecanous wind- 
falls of hteiature , and the idea that one has not time for 
piactismg an honest calhng is staik delusion I could have 
studied three professions in the time I have been forced, for 
want of one, to spend in strenuous idleness I could practise 
the most laborious doctor’s occupation at this moment m less 
time than I am constramed to devote to toihng m that which 
cannot permanently profit, and serves only to make a scanty 
provision for the day that is passmg over me but I will 
preach no more, for you aie a reasonable youth, Jack, and are 
already bent on persevermg 

The life at Kinnaird was running out The last roes 
were shot on the mountains, and the last visitors were 
dnfbnig away Carlyle too was longing to be gone, but 
the move was continually postponed. 

He wad need to have a lang ladle that sups with the 
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Deil (he said), and he wad need to have a long head 
that pi edicts the movements of aught depending on Mrs 
Buller This accursed SchiUei is not finished yet 
Patience, patience , or, lather, fortitude and action, for 
patience will not do It is impossible foi anything to 
be more stagnant and monotonous than oui lifeheie is We 
aie all very agreeable together, but there is no new topic 
among us , and now, giouse shooting having failed, the good 
people aie weary of theu abode heie Two oi three squiies 
of the neighbourhood have looked m upon us of late, but 
then minds aie what Pump Sandy calls a ‘ \aaccum ’ Nait&r 
and airt working together have lendeied them dull We had 
the other night a Su John somethmg — I foiget what — 
peihaps Ogilvie, — ^ one of the numeious baionets of the age,’ 
as Aifchui Bullei desciibed him Thurtell being hanged last 
week, we giew dullei than ever, till yesteiday Mrs Buller 
turned off all the seivants except two at one swoop This 
keeps up our heaits foi the time On the whole, howevei, I 
have been happiei than I usually was throughout the summer 
and autumn My health, I think, is httle worse or better 
than it was , but I have the prospect of speedy dehverance, 
and my mind has been full, disagieeably so often, of this 
miserable Schiller 

He was looking forward to London, though far from 
sharing the enthusiastic expectations which Irving had 
formed for him living, it seems, had imagined that 
his friend had but to piesent himself before the great 
world to carry it by storm as he had himself done, and 
when they met in the autumn had told him so. 
Carlyle was under no such illusion 

We spoke about this project of his and my share in it 
(he wrote), but could come to no conclusion He figured 
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oufe purposes of unspeakable profit to me He seemed to 
think that, if set down in London streets, some strange 
development of genius would take place m me , that by con- 
versmg with Oolendge and the Opium-eater I should find 
out new channels of speculation and soon learn to speak with 
tongues There is but a \eiy small degree of truth m all 
this Of gemus (bless the maik I) I never imagmed m the 
most lofty humour that I possessed beyond the smallest 
possible fraction , and this fi action, be it little or less, can 
only be turned to account by ngid and stein perseverance 
through long years of labom, in London as any other spot m 
the umverse XJnrelentmg perseveiance, stubborn effort, is 
the remedy Help cometh not from the hills or valleys 
My own pool arm, weak and shackled as it is, must woik out 
my dehverance, or I am foi ever captive and m bonds 
Ii^g said I had none to love or reverence m Scotland 
Kmd, sunple Irvmg I did not tell him of the hearts m 
Scotland I wiU love till my own has ceased to feel, whose 
warm, pure and geneious affection I would not exchange foi 
the maudhn sympathy of all the peers and peeiesses and 
prim samts and hypochondriacal old women of either sex m 
the creation I told him that love concentered on a few 
objects, or a smgle one, was like a nvei flowmg within its 
appomted banlcs, calm, clear, lejoicmg m its course Diffused 
over many, it was like that nver spread abioad upon a 
provmce, stagnant, shallow, cold and profitless He puckered 
up his face into canons furrowy peato at this remark, and 
talked about the Devil and universal benevolence, repiovmg 
me withal because I ventiued to laugh at the pretensions of 
the DeviL 

« 

The Buffers went at last Carlyle returned to his 
lodgings at Edinburgh, fimshed his Schiller, and was 
busy translatmg the last chapters of ‘ Meister ’ while 
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fciie first were being printed Miss Welsh came into 
the city to stay with a friend They met and 
quarrelled She tormented her lover till he flung out 
of the room, bangmg the door behind him A note of 
penitence followed ‘ I declare,* she said, * I am very 
much of Mr Kemp’s way of thinking, that certain 
persons are possessed of devils at the present time 
Nothing short of a devil could have tempted me to 
torment you and myself as I did on that unblessed day/ 
There was no engagement between them, and under 
existing circumstances there was to be none , but she 
shared Irving’s conviction that Carlyle had but to be 
known to sprmg to fame and fortune , and his fortune, 
as soon as it was made, she was willing to promise to 
share with him Strict seciecy was of course desired. 
Her mother and his mother were alone admitted to the 
great mystery, but the ‘sorrows of Teufelsdrockh,’ 
bodily and mental, were forgotten for at least three 
months# 


To James Carlyle^ Mainhill 

3 Moray Street April 2, 1824. 

My dear Father, — feel thankful to learn that you are still 
m moderate health, havmg httle to complain of except the 
wearmess of mcreasmg yeais, and bemg supported undei the 
feelmg of this by such comf oits as it has been your care m 
life to lay up To all men journeying through the wilderness 
of the world religion is an inexhaustible spimg of nourishment 
and consolation , the thorns andflmty places of our path be- 
come soft when we view them as leading to an ev&lastmg 
city, where sorrow and sm shall be alike excluded To a 
^religious man, and to a mere worldhng, the frailties of age 
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speak m veiy different tones to the last they are the 
judgment voice that wains him to an awful leckonmg, a dark 
and dreaiy change , to the first they are kind assurances of a 
fathei, that a place of rest is made ready where the weary 
shall find lefieshment aftei all their toils 
Judging from your years and past and piesent health, I 
expect that we shall yet be all spared togethei for a long, 
long season, shall hve and see good here below But it 
gives me real pleasuie to know that you have such appioved 
resouices agamst the worst that can befall I often think of 
death, as all leasonable creatures must , but with such 
piospects there is httle m it to be feaied I have many a 
tune felt that without the expectation of it hfe would be in 
its biightest station a buiden too heavy to be borne But 
these aie topics too serious foi this light handhng We aie 
in the hands of an All-meiciful Fathei Let us hve with 
hope m Him, and tiy to fill rightly the paits he has assigned 
us Heie is an anchor of the soul both sure and steadfast 
By this let us abide, and vex oui selves with no needless feai 
Jack, pool Jack I I feel convinced is going to make a 
figuie yet , he inheiits a good head and an honest heart from 
his parents, and no bad habit of any kind has pei verted these 
invaluable gifts His only faults at piesent are his in- 
experience and the very excess of his good qualities Our 
only subject of disagreement is the lelative impoitance of 
woildly comfoits and mental wealth Jack decides, as a 
voithy fellow of twenty always will decide, that meie 
external lank and convemence aie nothing , the dignity of 
the mind is all in all I aigue as e\eiy leasonable man of 
twenty-eight^ that this is poetry in pait, which a few years 
will mj\ pietty laigely with piose And theie we diffei and 
chop logic, an art foi which Jack has been famous fiom his 
veiy ciadle Sometimes I make fiee to settle him with your 
finisher, ‘Thou natural thou I’ But on the whole he is 
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getting more rational His joUy presence has been of no 
small benefit to myself on many sad occasions I have often 
absolutely wondeied at the patience with which he has 
borne my black humours, when bad health and distuibance 
vexed me too much He is certainly a prime honest ‘ Loid 
Moon,’^ with aU his faults 

Carlyle did not stay long m Edinburgh He re- 
mained only till he had settled his business arrange- 
ments with Boyd, his pubhsher, and then went home 
to Mainhill to finish his translation of ^ Meister ’ there 
He was to receive 180 Z on publication for the first 
edition If a second edition was called for, Boyd was 
to pay him 2601 for a thousand copies, and after that 
the book was to be Carlyle’s own ^ Any way, I am 
paid sufficiently for my labours,’ he said ^Am I a 
genius ^ I was intended for a horsedealer, lather ’ The 
sheets of ‘ Meister ’ were sent to Haddington as they 
were printed Miss Welsh refused to be interested in 
it, and thought more of the money which Carlyle was 
making than of the great Goethe and his novel, Carlyle 
admitted that she had much to say for her opimon 

Theie is not (he said), pioperly speaking, the smallest 
paiticle of histoiical inteiest in it except what is connected 
with Mignon, and her you cannot see fully till near the very 
end Meistei himself is peihaps one of the greatest ganaches 
that evei was created by quill and mk I am going to write 
a fieice preface disclaiming all concern with the hteiary or the 
moial ment of the woik, grounding my claims to lecompense 

1 Kame by which John Carlyle went in the family from the breadth 
of his face 
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or toleration on the fact that I have accurately copied a 
striking portrait of Q-oethe’s mind— -the strangest, and in 
many points the greatest, now extant What a work! 
Bushels of dust and straws and feathers, with here and there 
a diamond of the purest water. 

Carlyle was very happy at this time at Mainhill 
He had found work that he could do, and had opened, 
as it seemed, successfully his hterary career The lady 
whom he had so long worshipped had given him hopes 
that his devotion might be rewarded She had dechned 
to find much beauty even m Mignon , but she might 
say what she pleased now without disturbmg him . 

To Mus WeUL 


Mainliin Apnl 15 

So you laugh at my venerated Goethe and my E&tzmh 
Kind poor httle Mignon Oh, the hardness of man’s, and 
still more of woman’s heart I If you weie not lost to all 
true f eehng your eyes would be a fountain of tears m the 
perasmg of ‘ Meister ’ Have you really no pity for the 
heio, or the Count, or the Frau Mehna, 01 Phihna, or the 
M[anager ? Well, it cannot be helped I must not quarrel 
with you Do what you like Seriously, you are right 
about the book It is worth next to nothing as a novel 
Except Mignon, who will touch you yet perhaps, there is 
no person m it one has any care about But foi its wisdom, 
its eloquence, its wit, and even for its folly and its dullness, 
it mteiestsme much, far more the second tune of reading 
than it did the fiist I have not got as many ideas from 
any book for six years You wfil like Goethe better ten 
years hence than you do at present It is pity the man 
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were nqfe known among us The English have begun to 
speak about him of late yeais, but no hght has yet been 
thrown upon hun , ‘ no hght but only daikness visible ’ The 
syllables Goethe excite an idea as vague and monstrous as 
the woids Goigon or Ohimeia 

It would do you good to see with what regulanty I pio- 
giess in translating Clockwork is scaicely steadiei No- 
thing do I allow to mteifeie with me My movements 
might be almost calculated bke the moon’s It is not un- 
pleasant woik, noi IS it pleasant Oiiginal composition is 
ten times as laborious It is an agitatmg, fieiy, consuming 
busmess, when your heart is in it I can easily conceive a 
man writing the soul out of him — ^writing till it evapoiate 
like the snuff of a farthmg candle when the mattei inteiests 
him properly I always lecoil fiom agam engaging with it 
But this piesent business is cool and quiet One feels over 
it as a shoemakei does when he sees the leathei gatheimg 
into a shoe — as any moital does when he sees the activity of 
his mind expressing itself in some external material shape 
You aie facetious about my mine of gold It has often struck 
me as the most accursed item in men’s lot that they had to 
toil for filthy lucre , but I am not sure now that it is not the 
ill-best way it could have been arranged Me it would make 
happy at least foi half a year, if I saw the certain piospect 
before me of making 500Z pei annum A pampered Lord — 
e g Byron — ^would turn with loathing fiom a pyiamid of 
mgots I ^my be blessed in this way he never Let us 
be content 

It would edify you much to see my way of hfe heie — ^how 
I wiite and iide and delve in the gaith and muse on thmgs 
new and old On the whole I am moderately hapjiy -Theie 
IS lough substantial plenty here Foi me theie is heaitfelt 
kmdness m the breast of every living thmg, from the cm 
that vaults like a kangaroo whenever he peiceives me, and 
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fclie pony that prances when he gets me on his back, up tc 
the sovereign heads of the estabhshment Better is a 
dinnei of herbs with peace, than a stalled ox with contention 
Better is affection in the smoke of a tuif cottage than in- 
difference amidst the tapestiies of palaces 

I am often very calm and quiet I delight to see these 
old mountains lymg m the clear sleep of twilight, stirless as 
death, pure as disembodied spnits, or floating like caerulean 
islands, while the white vapours of the mormng have hidden 
all the lowei earth 

They are my own mountains Skiddaw and Helvellyn, 
with then snowy, cowls among then thousand azure brethien, 
are more to me than St Q-othard and Mont Blanc Hartfell 
and Whitecomb laise then bald and everlasting heads into 
my native sky, and fai beyond them, as I often picture, aie 
Jane and hei mothei, sometimes thinkmg of me, cheeiing 
this dull earth foi me with a distant spot of hfe and kindli- 
ness But, bless me I the sweet youth is growing quite 
poetical (Test assez 


In this mood Carlyle heard of the end of Lord Byron 
He had spoken slightingly of Byron in his last letter , 
he often spoke in the same tone in his own later years , 
but he allowed no one else to take the same liberties 
Perhaps in his heart he felt at fourscore much what he 
wrote when the news came from Missolonghi Both he 
and Miss Welsh were equally affected She wrote * I 
was told it all alone in a room full of people If they 
had said the sun or the moon was gone out of the 
heavens, it could not have struck me with the idea of 
a more awful and dreary blank in the creation than the 
words, Byron is dead ” ’ 
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Carlyle answered — 

Poor Byron ^ alas, poor Byron I the news of his death 
came upon my heart like a mass of lead , and yet, the thought 
of it sends a painful twinge thiough all my being, as if 
I had lost a brothei Oh G-od ’ that so many souls of mud 
and clay should fill up their base existence to its utmost 
bound , and this the noblest spuit m Euiope should sink 
before half his course was run Late so full of fire and 
generous passion and proud pmposes, and now for ever 
dumb and cold Pool Byron I and but a young man, still 
struggling anudst the peiplexities and soirows and abena- 
tions of a mind not arrived at maturity, oi settled in its 
pioper place m life Had he been spared to the age of thiee- 
scoie and ten, what might he not have done ^ what might 
he not have been ^ But we shall hear his voice no more I 
dreamed of seemg him andknowmg him , but the curtain of 
eveilastmg mght has hid him from our eyes We shall go 
fco him , he shall not letum to us Adieu There is a 
blank in your heart and a blank in mine since this man 
passed away 
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CHAPTER XIIL 
2Q AD 1624 

The time for Carlyle’s departure for London had now 
arrived A letter came from Mrs Buller begging his 
immediate presence ‘Meister’was finished and paid 
for A presentation copy was secured for Mamhill, and 
there was no more reason for delay The expedition 
was an epoch in Carlyle’s life There was, peihaps, no 
one of his age in Scotland or England who knew so 
much and had seen so little He had read enoimously 
— ^history, poetry, philosophy, the whole range of 
modem hterature — French, Grerman, and English — was 
more familiar to him, perhaps, than to any man hving 
of his own age , while the digestive power by which 
all this spiritual food had been assimilated and converted 
into intellectual tissue was equally astonishing And 
yet aU this time he had never seen any town larger 
than Griasgow, or any cultivated society beyond what 
he had fallen in with at occasional dinners with 
Brewster, or with the Bullers at Kinnaird London 
had hovered before him rather as a place of doubtful 
possibilities than of definite hope The sanguine Irving 
would have persuaded him that it would open its arms 
to a new" man of genius Carlyle knew better He 
had measured his own capabilities He was painfully 
aware that they weie not of the sort which would win 
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easy recognition, and that if he made his way at all it 
woild be slowly, and after desperate and prolonged 
exertion He would never go to bed unknown and 
wake to find himself famous His own disposition was 
rather towards some qmet place in Scotland, where with 
fresh air and plain food he could possess his soul m 
peace and work undisturbed and unconfused Still 
London was to be seen and measured He was to go 
by sea from Leith, and for the first week or two after 
his arrival he was to be Irving’s guest at Pentonville 
A few happy days were spent at Haddington, and on 
Sunday morning, June 6, he sailed — sailed hterally 
Steamers had begun to run, but were not yet popular , 
and the old yacht, safe if tedious, was still the usual 
mode of tiansit for ordinaiy travelleis His fellow- 
passengers were — a Sir David Innes, a Captain Smith 
from Linlithgow, a M Dubois, land-stewaid to Lord 
Bute , and two ladies who never left their cabms 
This IS Carlyle’s accoimt of his voyage 

To Miss Welsh 

I had the most melancholy sail to London Cross winds, 
storms, and, what was ten times worse, dead calms, and the 
stupidest society m nature Su David Innes, if, indeed, he be 
a knight of flesh and blood, and not a mere shadowy personifi- 
cation of dullness, snoied assiduously beside me aU mght, and 
talked the most pohte ineptitudes all day He had a laige 
long head hke a sepulchial um His face, pock-pitted, hnsute 
and biistly, was at once vast and hatchet-shaped He stood 
for many horns together with his left hand laid upon the 
boat on the middle of the deck, and the thumb of his right 
hand stuck firmly with its pomt on the hip jomt , bs large 
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blue and rheumy eyes gazing on vacancy, the very image of 
thicklipped miseiy Oaptam Smith was of quite an opposite 
species, brisk, lean, whiskmg, smart of speech, and quick 
in bowmg , but if possible still moie mane than Dullness 
These two. Dullness and Inanity, contrived to tell me in the 
course of the voyage nearly all the truisms which natuial and 
moral science have yet enriched the woild withal They 
demonstiated to me that sea-sickness was painful, that sea- 
captains ought to be expert, that London was a great city, 
that the Turks eat opium, that the lush weie discontented, 
that brandy would intoxicate Oh, I thought I should have 
given up the ghost » M Dubois, a Stiusbuigei, Lord 
Bute’s factotum, with his flageolet, his ‘ Vaillant Troubadom,’ 
and his ‘Es hatt’ em Bauer em schones Weib,’ alone con- 
tributed to save me I laughed at him every day about an 
hour On Sunday do you suppose I was very gay ? The 
Bass was standmg m sight all day, and I lecollected wheie 
the Sunday before I had been sittmg beside you m peace and 
quietness at home I But time and hours weai out the 
loughest day Next Friday at noon we weiewmdmg slowly 
through the forest of masts m the Thames up to our station 
at Tower Wharf The giant bustle, the coalheavers, the 
bargemen, the black buildmgs, the ten thousand tunes ten 
thousand sounds and movements of that monstrous harbour 
formed the grandest object I had ever witnessed One man 
seems a drop m the ocean you feel annihilated m the 
immensity of that heart of aU the earth 


Carlyle has described m his * Eenoiniscences ’ his 
arrival m London, his reception m Irving’s house, and 
his various adventures durmg his English visit. When 
written evidence rises before us of what we said and 
did m early hfe, we find generally that memory has 
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played false to us, and lias so shaped and altered past 
scenes that our actions have become legendary even to 
ourselves Groethe called his autobiography * Wahrheit 
und Dichtung/ being aware that facts stand in our 
recollection as trees, houses, mountains, nvers stand in 
the landscape , that hghts and shadows change their 
places between sunrise and sunset, and that the objects 
are grouped into new combinations as the point of vision 
alters But none of these involuntary freaks of memory 
can be traced in Carlyle’s * Eemmiscences ’ After two 
and forty years the scenes and persons which he 
describes remain as if photographed precisely as they 
are to be found in his contemporary letters Nothing 
IS changed. The images stand as they were first 
printed, the judgments are unmodified, and are often 
repeated in the same words His matured and 
epitomised narrative may thus be trusted as an entirely 
authentic record of the scenes which are recorded at 
fuller length m the accounts which he sent at the time 
to his family and friends With Irving he was better 
pleased than he expected Uneasiness Carlyle had felt 
about him — ^never, indeed, that the simphcity and 
truth of Irving’s disposition could be impaired or 
tarmshed, but that he might be misled and confused 
by the surroundings m which he was to find him 
*The orator,’ he wrote, ®is mended since I saw him at 
Dunkeld He begins to see that his honours are not 
supernatural, and his honest, practical warmth of heart 
IS again becoming the leading feature of his character ’ 
He was thrown at once into Irving’s circle, and* made 
acquaintance with various persons whom he had 
previously heard celebrated. Mrs Strachey, Mrs 

16 
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Buller’s sister, he admired the most Her husband, 
too, he met and liked, and her niece, Miss Kirkpatrick 
To Miss Welsh he wrote a few days aftei his arrival — 

I have seen some notable chaiacters Mrs Montagu^ 
(do not tremble) is a stately mation, with a quick intellect 
and a taste for exoitmg sentiments, which two quahties, by 
dmt of much management m a longish life, she has elaborated 
mto the mateiials of a showy, tasteful, clearsighted, iigid, 
and I fancy, cold mannei of existence, mtended rather for 
itself and bemg looked at than foi bemg used to any useful 
purpose m the service of others She loves and admires the 
Orator beyond all others me she seems to hke better than I 
like her I have also seen and sciaped acquaintance with 
Procter — ^Barry Cornwall He is a slendei, rough-faced, 
palish, gentle, languid-lookmg man, of three or four and 
tlorty There is a dreamy mildness m his eye , he is kmd 
and good m his manneis, and I undei stand m his conduct 
He is a poet by the ear and the fancy, but his heart and 
intellect are not stiong He is a small poet I am also a 
nascent friend of Allan Ounnmgham’s — ^my most dear, modest, 
kmd, good-humouied AUan He has his Annandale accent 
as faithfully as if he had never crossed the border He 
seems not to know that he is anything beyond a readmg 
mason Yet I will send you his books and tell you of him, 
and you will find him a genuis of no common make I have 
also seen Thomas Campbell Him I hke woist of all He 
IS heartless as a httle Etoburgh advocate There is a smnk 
on his face which would befit a bhopman oi an auctioneei 
His veiy eye has the cold vivacity of a conceited worldling, 

*Mrs Basil Montagu, of whom there is a full accoant in the 
called by Irving * the noble ]ady,’ and already known 
through Irving’s letters to Miss Welsh 
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His talk IS small, contemptuous, and shallow The blue frock 
and tiousers, the eye-glass, the wig, the very fashion of his 
bow, proclaim the hteiary dandy His wife has blacJr eyes, a 
fair skm, a symmetiical but \ulgai face , and she speaks with 
that accursed Celtic accent — a twang which I ne\ei yet heaid 
associated with any manly or piodtable thought 01 sentiment, 
which to me is but the symbol of Highland vamty and filth 
and famine ‘ Good heavens ’ ’ cried I, on coming out, ‘ does 
literature lead to this ^ Shall I, too, by my utmost effoits 
lealise nothmg but a stupid Gaelic wife, with the pitiful 
gift of m akin g verses, and affections cold as those of a tmker’s 
cuddle, with nothing to love but my own paltry self and 
what belongs to it My pioudest feelmgs rivalled, sur- 
passed by Lord Petersham and the whole population of Bond 
Street ^ God foibid ’ Let me be poor and wretched if it 
must be so, but never, never let the holy feelmg of affection 
leave me Bieak my heart a hundred times, but never let 
it be its own giave ^ ’ The aspect of that man jarred the 
music of my mmd for a whole day He promised to mvite 
me to his first ‘ hteraiy depmer ’ Ounosity attracts, disgust 
repels I know not which will be stronger when the day 
arrives Perhaps I am hasty about Campbell Perhaps I 
am too seveie He was my eaihest favourite I hoped to 
have found hun diffeient Of Colendge and all the other 
oiigmals I will not say a word at piesent You are sated 
and more 


Colendge naturally was an object of more than 
cunosity He was then at the height of his fame — 
poet, metaphysician, theologian, accomplished, or sup- 
posed to be accomplished, in the arts in which Carlyle 
was most anxious to excel Carlyle himself had formed 
a high if not the highest opinion of the merits of 

16—2 
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Coleridge, who was now sitting up at Highgate re- 
ceiving the homage of the intellectual world, and 
pouring out floods of eloquence on all who came to 
worship m a befitting state of mind The befittmg 
state was not universal even in those who sincerely 
loved the great man Leigh Hunt and Lamb had sate 
one mght in the Highgate drawing-room for long hours 
listening to the oracle discoursing upon the Logos 
Hunt, as they stood leaning over a stile m the moon- 
hght, on their way home, said, ' How strange that a man 
of such indisputable gemus should talk such nonsense ^ ’ 

^ Why, you see,’ said Lamb, stammering, ^ C-o-colendge 
has so much f-f-fon in him ’ The finished portrait of 
Coleridge is found m Cailyle’s * Life of Sterling ’ The 
original sketch is a letter of the 24th of June to his 
brother John 

I have seen many curiosities , not the least of them I 
reckon Oolendge, the Kantian metaphysician and quondam 
Lake poet I wiU teU you all about our inteiview when we 
meet Figure a fat, flabby, mcurvated personage, at once 
short, rotund, and relaxed, with a watery mouth, a snuffy 
nose, a pair of strange brown, timid, yet earnest-lookmg 
eyes, a high tapermg brow, and a great bush of giey haii , 
and you have some famt idea of Coleridge He is a kmd 
good soul, full of rehgion and affection and poetry and ani- 
mal magnetism His cardinal sm is that he wants totll 
He has no lesolution He shimks from pain oi laboui in 
any of its shapes His very attitude bespeaks this He 
never^ straightens his knee-]oints He stoops with his fat, 
ill-shapen shouldeis, and in walkmg he does not tread, but 
shovel and slide My f athei would call it ‘ skluiffing ’ He 
IS also always busied to keep, by stiong and frequent mhala- 
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tions, the water of his mouth from overflowmg, and his eyes 
have a look of anxious impotence He would do with all 
his heart, but he knows he dares not The conversation of 
the man is much as I anticipated — forest of thoughts, 
some true, many false, moie part dubious, all of them mge- 
nious m some degree, often m a high degiee But theie 
IS no method m his talk he wanders hke a man sailmg 
among many currents, whithersoever his lazy nund diiects 
him , and, what is more unpleasant, he preaches, or rathei 
sohloquises He cannot speak, he can only tal-Tc (so he 
names it) Hence I found him unpiofitable, even tedious , 
but we parted very good friends, I promismg to go back and 
see him some evening — a promise which I fully mtend to 
keep I sent him a copy of ‘ Meister,’ about winch we had 
some friendly talk I leckon him a man of great and useless 
gemus a strange, not at all a great man 

While Carlyle was studying the leaders of hterature 
in London with such indifferent satisfaction, the family 
at Mamhill were busy over his own first book Never 
had Goethe’s novel found its way into a stranger circle 
than this rugged, unlettered Calvinist household But 
they had all strong natural understandings Young 
and old alike read it, and m then way appreciated it, 
the mother most of aU 

John Oarlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 

Mainhill June 24 

You did well to send our father the neckerchief and 
tobacco with the splmchan, for he was highly pleased at 
the sight of them The shawl, our mother says, suits very 
well, though she has no particular need of one at present 
She bids me teU you she can never repay you for the kmd- 
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ness you have all along shown hei, and then she has advices 
aboat religion to give you, the best of gifrs in hei estimation 
that she has to ofter She is sittmg heie as if under some 
chaim, leading ‘Meister,’ and has nearly got thiough the 
second volume Though we aie often lepeating honest Hall 
Foster’s denouncement against leadeis of ‘ novels,’ she stih 
continues to peisevere She does not relish the chaiacter of 
the women, and especially of Philina ‘ They are so wanton ’ 
She cannot well tell what it is that mteiests her I defer 
till the next time I wiite to give a full account of the 
impiession it has made upon us all, for we have not got it 
fairly studied yet We are unanimous in thmking it should 
succeed 

The Bullers were still nncertam about their future 
movements One day they were to take a house at 
Boulogne, the next to settle in Cornwall, the next to 
remain in London, and send Carlyle with the boys into 
the country. As a temporary measure, ten days after 
his arrival he and Charles found themselves located in 
lodgings at Kew Green, which Carlyle soon grew 
weary of and Charles Buller hated, while Carlyle, 
though he appreciated, and at times even admired, 
Mrs BuUer’s fine qualities, was not of a temper to 
subnut to a woman’s cajirices 

To John Cailyle, 

Kew Green June 24, 1824 

The Bullers aie essentially a cold race of people They 
hve in the midst of fashion and external show They love no 
livmg creature Our connection, theiefore, has to sit a httlc 
loosely I attach no poition of my hopes oi thoughts of affec- 
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tion towaids them , they none to me Nevertheless, I have 
engaged to go with them whithersoevei they list for the next 
thiee months After that, with legaid to the Fiance pioject, 
I shall pause befoie deciding Indeed, so fitful and weathex- 
cook-like m then pioceedings aie they, that it is very 
possible the whole scheme of Boulogne-sur-Mei may be 
abandoned long befoie the time for trymg it comes round 
Meanwhile, Mis B has settled us heie for a fortnight only 
m lodgings, and we have begun our studies It is a pleasant 
village We aie within a bowshot of a Boyal Palace, close 
by the south bank of the Thames, about six miles to the 
westwaid of London A village here is not what it is with 
you Here it is a quantity of houses scatteied over a whole 
palish, each cluster connected with the rest by lanes of trees, 
with meadows and beautiful gieens mteispeised, sometimes 
ponds and lakes and hedges of roses, and commons with 
sheep and cuddies glazing on them Many of the houses 
belong to rich people, and the whole has a very smart and 
pleasmg air Such is the village of Kew, especially the 
Green, the part of it which hes on the south side of the 
nver, connected by the bridge with Kew proper We form 
part of the peripheiy of an uregular square, measurmg, per- 
haps, two fmlongs m diagonal, intersected with one large 
and many foot roads, and mto portions by thick, low, painted 
wooden palmg, with breaks in it to admit the freest ingress 
and egress The parish chuich, with its cluster of grave- 
stones, stands a httle to the right of our windows Beyond 
it the north-west comer of the square is occupied by the 
Palace and the barracks of soldieis This, with the many 
barges and lighters of the river, and the shady woods and 
green places all around, makes the place very pi§tty What 
IS better, our lodging seems to be very respectable * I have 
a good, clean, quiet bed, and the landlady, Mrs Page, and 
her pretty granddaughter (sweet Anne Page), almost become 
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as dead women eveiy time we speak to them, so leverential 
are they and so piompt to help 

Mrs Page was unlike the dames who had driven 
Carlyle so distracted in Edinburgh, and the contrast 
between the respectful manners of English people and 
the hard familiarity of his countrywomen struck him 
agreeably Time and progress have done their work 
whether for good or evil, and it would at present be 
difficult to find reverential landladies either at Kew 
G-reen or anywhere in the British dominions, Kew 
Grreen has become vulgarised, and the grace has gone 
from it, the mam points of the locality can be re- 
cognised from Carlyle’s picture, but cockneys and 
cockney taste are now in possession The suburban 
sojourn came to an early end, and with it Carlyle’s 
relations with Mr BuHer and his family He describes 
the close of the connection in words which did not 
express his deliberate feehng He knew that he owed 
much to Mrs Buller’s kindness , and her own and Mr. 
Bullei’s regard for him survived in the form of strong 
friendship to the end of their hves But he was 
irritated at the abruptness with which he conceived 
that he had been treated He was proud and thin- 
skinned His next letter is dated fiom Irving’s house 
at Pentonville, which was again immediately opened to 
him, and contains the history of the Buller break up, 
and of a new acquaintance which was about to take 
him to Birmingham 

4 Myddelton Terrace, Pentonville July 6, 1824 
My dear Mother, — suppose you aie not expectmg to 
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hear from me so soon agam, and still less to hear the news I 
have got to tell you The last letter was dated from Kew 
Green , theie will be no moie of mine dated thence Last 
tune I was complammg of the inesolnte and foolish fluctua- 
tions of the BuUers I shall nevei moie have reason to com- 
plain of them and theii proceedings I am now free of them 
for ever and a day I mentioned the correspondence which 
had taken place between * the fair Titania ’ (as the Calcutta 
newspapeis called her) and myself on the subject of her 
hopeful son, and how it was arranged that we should hve 
together till Octobei, and then see about proceedmg to 
Boulogne, in Fiance, or else abandonmg our piesent engage- 
ment altogether The shiftmg and trottmg about which 
she managed with so total a disregard to my feehngs, joined 
to the cold and selfish style of the lady’s geneial proceedmgs, 
had a good deal disaffected me , and when, in addition to all 
this, T lefiected that nothing permanent could result fiom 
my engagement with them, and considered the horrid weari- 
ness of being in seclusion from all sense and seriousness, m 
the midst of sickness on my own part, mingled -with frivolous 
and heartless dissipation on theus, I had well nigh silently 
detei mined not to go to Boulogne, or even to stay with the 
people though they remained in England My determina- 
tion was called for sooner than I had anticipated After a 
week spent at Kew m the most entiie tedium, by which my 
health had begun to deteriorate lapidly, but which I deter- 
mined to undeigo without repimng till October, Mrs BuUer 
wiites me a lettei sigmfying that they must know directly 
whethei I would go with them to Fiance 01 not , that if I 
could not, the boy might be sent to piepaie foi Cambridge , 
and that if I could, we must instantly decamp for Eoyston, 
a place m Hertfordshire about fifty nules off I rephed that 
the expected time for deciding was not yet anived, but that 
if they required an immediate decision, of course there 
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was nothing foi it but to count on my declining the offer 
Next day we met in town by appointment , there seemed 
to be the best undeistanding in the woild betwixt ns , it 
was agieed that I should quit them — an anangement not a 
httle grievous to old Buller and his son, but no wise giievous 
to his wife, one of whose whims was Cambiidge University, 
in which whim, so long as she peisists, she /nil be leady to 
stake her whole soul on the fulfilment of it Bullei offeied 
me twenty pounds for my trouble With an excess of gene- 
rosity which I am not quite reconciled to smce I thought of 
it matuiely, I pronounced it to be too much, and accepted 
of ten The old gentleman and I shook hands with dry 
eyes Mis^BuUer gave me one of those ‘Good mornings* 
with which fashionable people think it nght to pait with 
fiiends and foes alike Oharhe was in a passion of sadness 
and anger, to be foigotten utteily m three horns, and I went 
my wav and they saw me no more Such is my conclusion 
with the Bullers I feel glad that I have done with them , 
then family was ruinmg my mind and body I was selling 
the very quintessence of my spirit for 200? a year TweWe 
months spent at Boulogne m the midst of driveUmg and dis- 
comfort would have added httle to my stock of cash, and 
feai fully diminished my remnant of spirits, health, and affec- 
tion The world must be fronted some tune, soon as good 
as syne ' Adieu, theiefoie, to ancient dames of quahty, 
that flaunting, paintmg, patchmg, nervous, vapourish, jig- 
ging, skimming, scolding lace of mortals^ Then clothes 
aie silk, then manners couitly, their hearts aie hpper 
I have left the Bullers twelve months sooner than they 
would have paited with me had I liked I am glad that we 
have paited in fiiendship , very glad that we are parted at 

' Poor Mrs Buller ’ a year back ‘ one of the most fascinating women 
ho had ever met * She was about forty, and probably had never 
flaunted, painted, or patched in her life 
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all Slie invited me to a lout (a giand, fashionable affaii) 
next mght I did not go a foot length I want to have no 
fuifcher tiade with hei oi hcis at least except in the way of 
cold civility , foi as to what affection means I do not beheve 
theie IS one ot them that even gnesses what it means Her 
sister, indeed (Mis Stiachey),^ hkes me , but she is as oppo- 
site as day from night 

Thus you see, my deal raothei, I am as it weie once more 
upon the waters I got my tninks hithei last night, after 
havmg kept them jnst one week at Kew, and paid fourteen 
shillings for the trip to and fio So much for having a 
spirited commander Lke Titania I am settled with Irving 
who pi esses me to stay with him all winter That I cer- 
tainly will not do, though Ihonoui the kindness thatpiompts 
even an tnvitaUon of this sort Ii’vnng and I aie grown 
\eiy intimate again, and have had gieat talking matches 
about many things He speaks m gloiious language of the 
wondeiful things I am to accomplish here, but my own views 
aie much moie moderate 

Meanwhile let me assure you that I have not been so 
happy for a long while I am at no loss for plans of pio- 
ceeding, nor is the futuie o\eicast befoie me with any heavy 
clouds that I should feel or feai I am once more fiee , and 
I must be a weak genius indeed if I cannot find an honest 
hving in the exeicise of my faculties, independently of 
favour from anyone My movements for a while must be 
lather desultory My first is to be northward Among the 
worthy persons whom I have met with here is a Mr Badams, 
a fiiend of Irving’s, a giaduate in medicine, though his 
business is m chemical manufactures m Birmingham, wheie 

* Of this lady he says in another letter * My chief favounteris Mrs 
Strachey, a sister of Mrs Buller , but she is serious and earnest and 
religious and affectionate, while the other is light, giddy, vain and 
heartless She and I will be sworn friends by and by * 
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I tmderstand lie is rapidly realising a fortune Tbs man, 
one of the most sensible, clear-headed persons I have ever 
met with, seems also one of the kindest After going about 
for a day oi two talking about pictuies and stomach disoideis, 
in the cure of which he is famous, and fiom which he once 
suffered four yeais of torment m person, what does the man 
do but piopose that I should go up to Binmngham and hve 
for a month with hun, that he might find out the make of 
me and piesciibe foi my unfortunate inner man I have 
consented to go with him I undeistand he keeps horses, 
&o , and IS leally the frank hospitable fellow he seems Of 
his skill in medicine I augur favourably from his general 
talent, and from the uttei contempt m which he holds all 
sorts of drugs as applied to persons m my situation Regi- 
men and exeioise are his specifics, assisted by as httle gentlest 
medicine as possible , on the whole I think I never had such 
a chance foi the lecovery of health I intend to set off m 
about a week There is a fine coach that starts fiom our 
very dooi, and caiiies one up between seven in the morning 
and seven at night for one guinea I am going to take 
books and read and nde and stroll about Birmingham, and 
employ or amuse myself as seemeth best Sometimes I t hink 
of beginning another translation, sometimes of setting about 
some or^mal work ‘ Meistei,’ I understand, is doing very 
well Jack teUs me you are reading ‘ Meister ’ This sur- 
prises me If I did not recollect your love foi me, I should 
not be able to account foi it. 
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CIIAPTEE XIV. 

A D 1824 29 

Carlyle was now once more his own master, adrift 
from all engagements which made his time the property 
of others, and without means or prospect of support 
save what his pen could earn for him Miss Welsh had 
expected with too sanguine ignorance that when his 
first writings had mtroduced him to the world, the 
world would rush forward to his assistance, that he 
would be seized upon for some puhhc employment, or 
at worst would be encouraged by a sinecure The 
world IS m no such haste to recogmse a man of original 
gemus Unless he runs with the stream, or with some 
one of the popular currents, every man’s hand is at 
first against him Eivals challenge his pretensions, 
his talents aie denied, his aims are ridiculed, he is 
tried m the furnace of criticism, and it is well that it 
should be so A man does not know himself what is in 
him tiU he has been tested , far less can others know , 
and the metal which ghtters most on the outside most 
often turns out to be but pinchbeck A longer and 
more bitter apprenticeship lay before Carlyle than even 
he, httle sangmne as he was, might at this time have 
anticipated His papers on Schiller had been well 
received and were to be collected into a volume, a 
contemptuous review of ^Meister’ by De Qumcey 
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appeared m the ‘ London Magazine/ but the early sale 
was rapid He had been well paid for the first speci- 
mens of jewels which he had brought out of the 
Grerman mines An endless vein remained unwrought, 
and the field was for the present his own Thus he 
went down to Birmingham to his friend with a hght 
heart, anxious chiefly about his health, and convinced 
that if he could mend his digestion, all else would be 
easy for him Biimingham with its fiery furnaces and 
fieiy pohtics was a new scene to him, and was like the 
opening of a fresh volume of human life He has 
given so full a history of his experiences when he was 
Mr Badams’ guest that there is no occasion to dwell 
upon it The visit lasted two months instead of one. 
His first impression of the place, as he described it in 
a letter to his brother, is worth preserving as a speci- 
men of his powers of minute word-painting, and as a 
description of what Birmingham was sixty years ago 

To John Garlyle 

Birmingliam August 10, 1824 

Bunungham I have now tned for a reasonable tune, and 
I cannot complain of being tried of it As a town it is piti- 
ful enough— a mean congeries of bricks, including scarcely 
one 01 two large capitalists, some hundreds of minor ones, 
and, perhaps, a hundred and twenty thousand sooty artisans 
in metals and chemical pioduoe The streets are ill-buik, 
ill-paved, always flimsy in then aspect — often poor, some- 
times pnserabie Not above one oi two of them are paved 
with flagstones at the sides , and to walk upon the little egg- 
shaped, slippery flints that supply then places is something 
hke a penance Yet withal it is inteicstmg from some of 
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the oonmions or lanes that spot or intersect the green, woody, 
undulating environs to view this city of Tubal Cam Torrents 
of thick smoke, with ever and anon a burst of dingy flame, 
are issuing from a thousand funnels ‘ A thousand hammers 
fall by turns on the red son of the furnace ’ You hear the 
clank of innumerable steam-engmes, the rumbhng of cars 
and vans, and the hum o<^ men interrupted by the shaipei 
rattle of some canal-boat loading 01 disloadmg , or, peihaps, 
some fieice explosion when the cannon founders are pioving 
then new-made ware I have seen their lolhng-mills, their 
polishmg of teapots, and buttons, and gun-banels, and fiie- 
shovels, and swoids, and all manner of toys and tackle I 
have looked into then non woiks wheie 150,000 men aie 
smelting the metal in a distiict a few nules to the north , 
then* coal-mines, fit image of Aveinus , their tubs and vats, 
as large as country churches, full of coppexas and aqua fortis 
and oil of vitriol , and the whole is not without its attrac- 
tions, as well as repulsions, of which, when we meet, I will 
preach to you at large 

But all the while Carlyle’s heart was in Scotland, at 
Haddmgton — and less at Haddington than at Mainhill 
The strongest personal passion which he experienced 
through all his life was his affection for his mother 
She was proud and wilful, as he He had sent her, or 
offered her, more presents, and she had been angry with 
him She had not been well, and she was impatient of 
doctors’ regulations 

To Mrs Carlyle, Ma^nh%ll 

Birminghdra August 29, 1824 

I must suggest some impiovements m youi diet and mode 
01 life which might be of service to you, who I know too 
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well liave much to stifEer on your own pait, though yom 
affection lendeis you so exclusively anxious about me You 
wiH say you cannot fashed Oh, my deal mother, if you 
did but of what value your health and comfort aie to 
US all you would never talk so Aie we not all bound to you, 
by sai and indissoluble ties ? Am I not so bound moie 
t4n any other ? Who was it that mused me and watched 
me m ftowardness and sickness fiom the e^est dawn of 
my existence to this horn My mothei Who is it that 
has struggled f oi me m pam and sorrow with undespain^ 
diligence, that has foi me been up early and down lat^ 
caii^ foi me, labouring foi me, unweaiiedly asmst^ me ? 
_My mother Who is the om that never shrunk from me 
m my desolation, that nevei tued of my despondencies, or 
shut UP by a look oi tone of impatience the expression of 
my real or imaginary gnefs ? Who is it that lovM me and 
will love me foi ever with an affection which no chance, no 
misery, no cmne of mme can do away ’—It is you, my 
mother As the gieatest favour that I can beg of you, let 
me now that I have m some degree the powei, be of some 
assistance m piomotmg yom comfort It were one of the 
achievements which I could look back upon with most satis- 
faction from all the stages of my earthly pilgrimage, if I could 
make you happier Aie we not all of us animated by a 
amilar love to you ? Why then will you spare any trouble, 
any cost, m what is valuable beyond aught earthly to every 
one of ns ? 


Eight weeks were passed with Badams, without, 
however, the advantage to Carlyle’s health which he 
had looked for. There had been daily rides into the 
country, visits to all manner of interesting places— 
Hadley, Warwick, and Kenilworth The society had 
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been interesting, and Badams himself all that was kind 
and considerate But the contempt of * drugs ’ which 
he had professed in London had been rather theoretic 
than practical , and the doses which had been adminis- 
tered perhaps of themselves accounted for the failure of 
other remedies At the beginning of September an 
invitation came to Carlyle to join the Stracheys at 
Dover The Irvings were to be of the party Irving 
needed rest from his preaching Mrs Irving had been 
confined and had been lecommended sea air for herself 
and her baby The Stracheys and Miss Ehrkpatnck 
had taken a house at Dover , the Irvings had lodgings 
of their own, but were to hve with their friends, and 
Carlyle was to be included m the party Mrs Strachey 
was a very interesting person to him, still beautiful, 
younger than Mrs Buller, and a remarkable contrast to 
her Mrs Buller was a sort of heathen , Mrs Strachey 
was earnestly rehgious * She is as unhke Mrs Buller,’ 
Carlyle told his mother, ^ as pure gold is to gilt copper , 
she is an earnest, determined, warm-hearted, religious 
matron, while the other is but a fluttering patroness of 
routs and operas ’ An invitation to stay with her had 
many attractions for him He wished to go, but was 
undecided The last letter from Birmingham was on 
September 18 


To John Carlyle 

Badams and I go on very lovmgly together He calls 
me ‘ philosopher ’ by way of eminence , and I discuss and 
overhaul, and dissect all manners of subjects with him A 
closer acquaintance diminishes the sublimity, but scarcely 

VOIh ? W 
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the pleasing quality of his chaiacter A certain tendency 
to paint m heau^ a sort of gasconading turn m describing 
his own achievements and purposes, is all the fault I can 
discover in him , his kindheartedness, his constant activity, 
and good humoui are moie and moie appaient In spite of 
all his long-low propensities (his running away with the 
harrows, as oui father would call it) he is a man of no oidi- 
naiy powers, noi has he any particle of dishonesty in his 
nature, howevei he may talk In fact, if I admne the man 
less than I once expected, I like him more Strange that 
so many men should say the thing that is not without per- 
ceptible temptation ^ Hundreds do it out of momentary 
vamty — Frank Dickson and many others It is the poorest 
of all possible lesources in this world of makeshifts , thou 
and I wdl never try it 

With regard to health, it often seems to me that I am 
better than I have been for several years, though scarcely a 
week passes without a relapse for a while into directly the 
opposite opimon The truth is, it stands thus I have been 
bephysicked and bediugged I have swallowed, say about tw o 
stoupfuls of castor oil since I came hithei unless I dose 
myself with that oil of sorrow every fourth day, I cannot 
get along at aU My resources are moie numeious 
than they have been, and I am fiee to use them Am I a 
man and can do nothing to ameliorate my destmy ^ Hang 
it, I will set up house m the country and take to gardening 
and translatmg, before I let it beat me In general I am 
not unhappy — of late I have begun to grudge being so long 
idle ‘ Schiller ’ is almost at a stand I have been thinkmg 
of it and preparing improvements, but the Taylor creatuie 
is slow as a snail I wrote to Irving stating m distant 
terms a proposal to board with him through winter He 
has not answered me, but I expect daily that he will If 
he consent, I shall go with him and Mrs Strachey to Dover 
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If not, I think hardly My better plan will be to go to 
London and take lodgings till this pitiful book is ofiF my 
hands, then return to the north or stay in London as I 
reckon best 

The journey back on the coach through the midland 
counties, which in late September are usually so 
beautiful, was spoilt by bad weather On his way, 
however, Carlyle saw Stratford, and was long enough in 
the town to form a clear picture of it His letters are 
the journal of his experiences 

To John Go/ilyle 

London September 27, 1824 

Taking leave of Badams, who stuctly charged me to come 
back for another month till he had completed his doctonal 
and castoi oil system with me, I left the city of Tubal Cam 
on Thursday morning My passage was of a mixed 
character Some of Badams’ drugs had not prospered with 
me, and I feU below pai in point of health The mommg 
also was damp and the day pioved rainy To complete the 
matter it cleared up just when I had shifted my place to 
the interior of the \ehicle, and exchanged the sight of High 
Wycombe and the lawns of Buckmghamshiie for the inane 
prattle of a httle black-eyed pietty blue-stocking Q-enevese, 
my sole travelling compamon , so that when they set me 
down m Oxford Street, falsely said by the rascal guard to be 
the nearest point to Pentonville, from which it was three 
miles distant — Lad Lane being only one — I feU somewhat 
out of humour, a dissonance of spmt which increased 
to loud jarrmg as I followed my stout and fleet ^porter, 
who strode lustily along under cloud of mght, through 
labyrinthine streets and alleys, with my portmanteau dan- 
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gling ab his back, and a travelling bag to balance id in front 
Stamp, stamp, anudst the rattling of wains and coaches, and 
the nneaithly cries of fruiterers and oystermen and piemen 
and all the mighty din of London, till I verily thought he 
would never reach a pomt of the city which my eyes had 
seen before 

Nevertheless, I had nob been without my enjoyments on 
the road I had got another glance of the heart of ‘ merry 
England,’ with its waving knolls and green woody fields and 
snug hamlets and antique boroughs and jolly ale-dnnking, 
beef-eating people It was not without some pleasur- 
able imaginations that I saw Stiatford-upon-Avon, the very 
hills and woods which the boy Shakespeare had looked upon, 
the very church wheie his dust reposes, nay, the very house 
wheie he was bom , the threshold over which his staggering 
footsteps earned him m infancy , the very stones wheie the 
urchm played marbles and flogged tops It is a small 
grim-looking house of bricks, bound, as was of old the 
fashion, with beams of oak intersecting the bucks which are 
bmlt mto it and fill up its mterstices as the glass does in a 
window The old tile roof is cast by age, and twisted into 
all varieties of curvature Half the house has been modern- 
ised and made a butcher’s shop The street where it stands 
IS a simple-lookmg, shoit, everyday village stieet, with houses 
mostly new, and oonsistmg, hke the Shakespeare house, of 
two low stories, or rathei a story and a half Strabfoid itself 
IS a humble, pleasant-lookmg place, the residence as formeily 
of woolcombeis and other quiet artisans, except where they 
have brought an ugly black canal mto it, and polluted this 
classical borough by the presence of hghters oi trackboats 
with fimished horses, sooty drivers, and heaps of coke and 
coal It seems considerably larger and less showy than 
Annan Shakespeare, Breakspeare, and for aught I know 
sundiy other spears, are still common names m Warwickshire, 
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1 was struck on my amval at Birmingham by a sign not fai 
from Badams’, mdLicatmg the abode of Wilham Shakespeare, 
boot and shoe maker, which boots and shoes the modem 
Shakespeaie also professed his abihty to mend ‘ cheap and 
neatly’ Homer, I afterwards disooveied, had settled m 
Binmngham as a button maker 
But I must not wander thus, or I shall never have done 
Of Oxford, with its domes and spires and minarets, its rows 
of shady trees, and still monastic edifices m their antique 
richness and intricate seclusion, I shall say nothing till I see 
you I must rather hasten to observe that I found the 
oratoi at PentonviUe sitting sparrowlike, companionless, m — 
not on — ^the housetop alone His wife had left him, and had 
taken all the crockery and beddmg and other household 
geai along with her He extended to me the nght hand of 
fellowship notwithstanding, and even succeeded in piocunng 
me some genial tea with an egg, only half rotten, which, 
for a London egg, is saying much By-and-by, one 
Hamilton, a worthy and accomplished merchant from San- 
quhar, came m and took me with him to his lodgmgs and 
treated me comfortably , and there m a splendid bed, I con- 
trived, m spite of agitation from withm, and noise and bugs 
from without, to get six hours of deep slumber Next mom- 
mg I was fitter to do busmess 
On leavmg Birmingham I had felt uncertam whether I 
should go to Dover with the Oratoi or not , and I had partly 
determmed to be regulated m my yea and no by his accept- 
ance or rejection of my proposal to board with hun while in 
London On coming to discuss the subject orally I soon 
discovered that his reverence was embarrassed by a conflicting 
pioposal (to board at a very high late some medical youth 
fiom Glasgow) which was not yet decided on, and ^fas conse- 
quently m the way of any defimte arrangement with me 
The good piiest — ^foi with all his vanities and affectations he 
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IS really a good man, an excellent man, as men go — ^pnckeied 
up his face and eyebiows in much disfciess, and was just 
commencing with various articulate andmarticulate piepaia- 
tions, when I, discovering rapidly how the matter stood, 
begged hun to considei my proposal unmade, and never to 
say, or even think, one othei word upon the subject The 
puckers disappeared at this announcement, but were suc- 
ceeded by a continuous cloud of gloom and legret as he set 
about advising me to go with him to Dovei, and to put off 
the considexation of lodging and all such matters tdl my 
return After much canvassmg I assented, upon the proviso 
of my being allowed to bear my own shaie of the expense, 
and to be his fellow-lodger and not his guest With this 
salvo to my pride, which I already almost begin to despise as 
a piece of cold selfishness, we struck the baigam that he 
should set out on Monday, and I should follow whenever my 
business was concluded 

The ‘ busmess ’ I could ha\e in London may well surprise 
jrou , it was (alas ’ it is) the most pitiful that ever man had 
notlung but the collecting of a few books foi the completing 
of my poor ‘ Schiller ’ You cannot thmk what trottmg to 
and fro I have had to get a book or two of the most simple 
charactei Messis Tayloi and Heniy pay me somewhere on 
the verge of 90? down upon the nail foi this book, the day 
when it IS pubhshed In about ten weeks from this date I 
expect to be free of London, to have ascertamed how it will 
suit me, what hopes, what advantages it offers, and to decide 
foi continuance or departme as shall seem to me best If 
my health impiove I shall be for remainmg, especially if I 
can fasten upon any profitable employment , if not, scarcely 
About the ultimatum I am by no means low-spmted, not 
often efen dumpish I feel pretty confident that I can 
lecover my health in some considerable degree, perhaps 
wholly If not here — cls&wh&fB While this is m progress I 
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can at the worst translate for the London or Edinburgh 
maiket , and if I weie well, I feel that some considerable 
desire to write might rise within me I might hke Aichy 
Halhday, ‘ fin ’ a kmd of inclmation to baik, and certamly 
theie IS no want of game A miseiable scrub of an authoi, 
sharkmg and wilting * articles ’ about town like Hazhtt, De 
Qumcey, and that class of hvmg cieatures, is a thing which, 
as our mother says, ‘ I canna be ’ Noi shall I need it I 
have fifty better schemes 

As to not boaidmg with living, I haidly regret it now 
that it IS past His house would scarcely have been a 
favomable place for studying any science but the state of 
lehgion m general, and that of the Caledonian chapel in pai- 
ticular, as managed by various eldeis, delegates, and other 
nondescript personages A very affected and not beautiful 

sistei of ’s IS also to stay with them through the wiutei 

Her I might have found it a task to love ‘ Piay, Mi Oai- 
lyle,’ said she, in a mincmg, namby-pamby tone, the night 
she arrived, when I was sittmg with my powers of patience 
screwed to the sticking place, being m tiuth very miseiable 
and veiy much indisposed to make complaints , ‘ Pray, Mi 
Cailyle, are you really sick now, or is it only fanciful ? ’ 
‘ Fancy, ma’am, fancy, nothmg more,’ said I, half-tmmng 
round and immediately pioceeding with some other topic, 
addressed to some other membei of the company Besides, 
Irving has a squeakmg biat of a son, ‘ who mdeed bungs us 
many blessmgs,’ but rathei interrupts our lest at mght 
Bad luck to his blessings compared with natural rest I In 
short, I shall be more completely master m my own lodgrngs 

Carlyle himself was not an inmate whom any 
mistress not directly connected with him would readily 
welcome into her household, so it was well perhaps 
for all parties that the proposed arrangement was 
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abandoned The Dover visit, however, was accom- 
plished, and the unexpected trip to Pans which grew 
out of it For this, too, the reader is mainly referred 
to the * Eeminiscences,’ which need no correction from 
contemporary letters , and to which those letters, 
though written when the scenes were fresh, can stiU 
add little, save a further evidence of the extreme 
accuracy of his memory But there is a humorous 
description of the gigantic Irving and his new-born 
baby, a pleasant sketch of others of the party, and an 
interesting account of the state of English farming and 
the English labourer, as Carlyle saw both before the 
days of economic progress These, and some vivid 
pictures of the drive through France, justify a few 
extracts. 


To James Oarlyle, MamhlL 


Dover October 4 

My dear Father, — I arrived m this corner of the seagirt 
land m the dusk of a bright and sharp autumnal day There 
has been no fixed arrangement in our plans as yet Mrs 
Imng with hei mfant had come hithei with a Miss Eirk- 
patiick, a cousin of Mrs Strachey, in whose hned house we 
are all hvmg till the rest arrive, when the Irvmgs and I 
shall evacuate the place and seek lodgings of our own I 
expect to be very snug and comfortable while here The 
sea-bathing seems to agiee with me as well as ever, and the 
people aie all anxious to tieat me as a kmd of established 
invalid, whose concerns aie to be attended to as a prune 
object • 

The young Miss Kirkpatnck, with whom I was already 
acquainted, is a very pleasant and meiitoiious person — one 
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of the kindest and most modest I have ever seen Though 
handsome and young and sole mistiess of 50,000?, she is 
meek and unassuming as a httle child She laughs m secret 
at the awkwaid extiavagances of the Oiator , yet she loves 
him as a good man, and busies heiself with nothmg so much 
as dischaigmg the duties of hospitahty to us all Of 
Irvmg, I have much kmdness towards me to lecord I like 
the man, as I did of old, without respecting him much less 
or moie He has a considerable turn foi displays, which in 
reahty aie sheer vamty, though he sincerely thinks them the 
peifection of Ohiistian elevation But m these things he 
mdulges very spaimgly before me, and any httle glimpses of 
them that do occui I find it easy without the shghtest ill- 
natuie ansmg between us to lepiess We talk of rehgion 
and liteiatme and men and things, and stroll about and 
smoke cigars, a choice stock of which he has been presented 
with by some fiiend I reckon him much unproved smce 
winter The fashionable people have totally left him, yield- 
mg hke feathers and flying chaff to some new ‘centre of 
attraction ’ The newspapers also are silent, and he begms 
to see that there was really nothmg supernatural in the 
former hmly-buily, but that he must content hunself with 
patient weU-doing, and hbeial, though not immodeiate, suc- 
cess , not taking the woild by one fieice onslaught, but by 
patient and continual sappmg and mimng, as others do 
I for one am sincerely glad that matters have taken this 
change I consider him a man of splendid gjfts and good 
mtentions, and hkely m his present mannei of proceedmg to 
be of much benefit to the people among whom he labours 
His Isabella also is a good, honest-hearted person and an ex- 
cellent wife She is very kmd to me, and though without 
any notable gifts of mmd or manners or appearance, contrives 
to be m general extremely agreeable Irvmg and she are 
sometimes iidiculous enough at present m the matter of their 
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son, a quiet wersh gord of a thing, as all children of six 
weeks are, bub looked upon by them as if it were a cherub 
fiom on high The concerns of ‘ Inm ’ (as they emphatically 
call it) occupy a large shaie of pubhc attention Kitty 
Knkpatnck smiles covertly and I laugh aloud at the earnest 
devotedness of the good Oiatoi to this weighty affair ‘ Isa- 
bella,’ said he the other night, ‘ I would wash him, I think, 
with warm water to-night,’ a counsel received with appiovmg 
assent by the mother, but somewhat objected to by others 
I declared the washmg and dressmg of him to be the wife’s 
concern alone , and that, weie I in her place, I would wash 
him with oil of vitnol if I pleased, and bake no one’s counsel 
m it 

When Mrs Strachey comes I expect some accession of 
enjoyment She has taken a gieat hking to me, and is any 
way a smgularly worthy woman I had a very kind note 
from her this day 

Kent IS a delightful legion, fertile and well cultivated, 
watered with cleai streams, sufficiently and not excessively 
bespimkled with tiees, and beautifully broken with inequali- 
ties of surface The whole country rests on chalk They 
bum this mineral m kilns and use it as lime In its native 
state it hes m immense masses, divided mto stiata 01 courses 
by lumps of flmt distiibuted in paiallel seams The hus- 
bandry m Kent is beyond that m many counties m England, 
but a Scottish fannei would smile at many paibs of it They 
plough with five horses and two men (one ca-ing), and the 
plough has wheels Many a time have I thought of Ahck 
with his Lothian tackle and two hoises setting these ineffi- 
cient loiteiers to the right about Yet heie they are much 
better than m Warwiclcshire, where faiming may be said to 
be an*unknown art, where the fields are sometimes of half 
an acre, and of aU possible shapes but square, and a thieshmg 
mill IS a thing nearly unheaid of Heie a fifth part of the 
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surface is not covered with gigantic and ill-kept fences , but 
they grow their wheat and then beans and their hops on 
moie rational pimciples In all cases, howevei, the people 
seem to lealise a goodly shaie of solid comfort The Bnghsh 
hind has his poik (often law) or his beef, with ale and 
wheaten bread thiee times a day, and wears a ruddy and sub- 
stantial look, see him where you will I have looked into 
the clean, bnck-bmlt, tile-fiagged httle cottages, and seen 
the people dinmg, with their ]ug of ale, then bacon, and 
othei ware, and a huge loaf, like a stithy clog, towering over 
it all It IS pleasant to see everyone so well provided for 
There is nothing like the appearance of want to be met with 
anywhere 

To Miss Welsh, little dreaming of the relations 
between herself and Irving, Carlyle was still more 
dramatic m his sketches of the Orator Miss Welsh, 
as she told him afterwards, had purposely misled him 
on the subject 


October 5 — ^The Oiator is busy wilting and bathing, 
persuading himself that he is scaling the very pinnacles 
of Chiistian sentiment, which m truth, with him, are httle 
more than the very pinnacles of human vamty rising through 
an atmospheie of gieat native waimth and geneiosity I find 
him much as he was before, and I suppose always will be, 
overspiead with secret affectations, seciet to himself, but kind 
and friendly and speculative and discursive as ever It would 
do youi heart good to look at him in the character of dry 
nurse to his first-boin, Edward Oh that you saw the Giant 
with his broad-biimmed hat, his sallow visage, and sable, 
matted fieece of hair, carrymg the httle pepper-box of a 
creature folded m his monstrous pabns along the beach, tick 
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ticking to it, and dandling it, and every tune it stirs an eyelid 
gunning honibly a ghastly snule, heedless of the crowds of 
petrified spectators that turn round in long tiains, gazing 
in silent terror at the fatheily leviathan , you would laugh for 
twelve months aftei, every time you thought of it And yet 
it IS very wiong to laugh if one could help it Nature is very 
lovely pity she should ever be absuid On the whole I am 
pleased with Irving, and hope to love him and admire him 
and laugh at him as long as I hve There is a fund of 
smcenty in Ins life and charactei which in these heaitless, 
aimless days is doubly piecious The cant of religion, con- 
scious 01 unconscious, is a pitiable thing, but not the most 
pitiable It often lests upon a gioundwork of genmne, 
earnest feeling, and is, I think, m all except its very worst 
phases, piefeiable to that poor and and spiiit of contemp- 
tuous which foims the staple of fashionable accom- 

plishment so far as I can discern it, and spreads like a narcotic 
diench over all the better faculties of the souL 

Mrs Strachey came down after a few days The 
little party was always together — walking on the beach 
or reading Fletcher’s ^ Purple Island ’ Mrs Strachey 
herself was m full sympathy with Irving, if no one 
else was Then her husband came, who was especi- 
ally wanting in sympathy. The difference of senti- 
ment became perceptible The French coast lay in- 
vitingly opposite The weather was beautiful. A trip 
to Pans was proposed and instantly decided on Mr 
Strachey, Miss Kirkpatnck, and Carlyle were to go 
Mrs Strachey and the Irvings were to stay behind. 
A travelling carnage was sent across the Channel, post- 
horses were always ready on the Pans road, and 
Carlyle, who had but left Scotland for the first time 
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four montlis before, and had been launched an entire 
novice -into the world, was now to be among the 
scenes so long familiar to him as names They went 
by Montreuil, Abbeville, Nampont, with Sterne’s 
‘ Sentimental Journey ’ as a guide book, when Murray 
was unknown They saw the Cathedral at Beauvais, 
for which Carlyle did not care at all , they saw French 
soldiers, for w^ch he cared a great deal He himself 
could speak a httle French , Strachey, like most 
Englishmen, almost none Montmorency reminded 
him of Eousseau From Montmartre they looked 
down on Pans *not a breath of smoke or dimness 
anywhere, every roof and dome and spire and chimney- 
top clearly visible, and the skylights sparkling like 
diamonds ’ * I have never,’ he says, ^ since or before, 
seen so fine a view of a town ’ Carlyle, who could see 
and remember so much of Stratford, where he stayed 
only while the coach changed horses, coming on Pans 
fresh, with a mind hke wax to receive impressions, yet 
tenacious as steel in preserving them, carried off 
recollections from his twelve days’ sojourn in the 
French capital which never left him, and served him 
well in after years when he came to write about the 
Eevolution He saw the places of which he had read 
He saw Louis Dix-huit lying in state, Charles Dix, 
Legendre (whose Greometry he had translated for 
Brewster), the great Laplace, M de Chezy the Persian 
professor He heard Cuvier lecture He went to the 
The§.tre Franpais, and saw and heard Talma in ^ OEdipe ’ 
He hstened to a sermon at Ste, Grenevidve & more 
impressive sermon was a stem old grey-haired corpse 
which he saw lying in the Morgue He saw the French 
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people, and the ways and works of them, which in- 
terested him most of all. These images, with glimpses 
of English travellers, were all crowded into the few 
brief days of their stay , the richest in new ideas, new 
emotions, new pictures of human life, which Carlyle 
had yet experienced 

From the many letters which he wrote about it, I 
select one to his brother John 

To John Carlyle. 


Dover November 7 

My expedition to Pans was neaily as unexpected to 
myself as the news of it will be to you Strachey, a little 
busthng, logic-chopping, good-heaited, frank fellow, came 
down to Dovei three weeks ago, and finding himself, I sup- 
pose, rather dull in the region of the Oinque Poits, and 
tempted moreover, by the peisuasions of his cousin Kitty, 
as well as by the daily sight of the Fiench coast, he detei- 
mined at last on a journey thithei, and after infinite plead- 
ings and solicitations I was prevailed upon to be of the party 
They were to travel m then own carnage, Kitty and her 
maid mside, Sbiachey on the coach-box to see the country 
The additional expense for me would be nothing , it would be 
so pleasant, and would do me so much good In fine, aftei 
a world of perplexities and miscalculations and misadventures, 
1 having &st half consented, then wholly lefused, then again 
consented, we at length aU assembled by different routes on 
the sands of Boulogne in the afternoon of Thursday gone 
a foitnight, and set off with the utmost speed of three lean 
horses of the poste loyale for Pans After adventures and 
mistakes which will keep us laughing many a winter night 
when thou and I meet, we reached the capital on Saturday 
about fom o’clock, and forthwith established ourselves in the 
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H 6 tel de Wagram, and pioceeded to the gieat purpose of 
our 30uiney — the seeing of the many sights with which the 
metropohs of Fiance abounds beyond any other spot on the 
surface of the earth By degrees we got into proper train, 
and everything went on wondeifully well Strachey and I 
went out smgly or in company to puivey for dinneis and 
bieakfasts in the cafes and redauratmr establishments, &c 

Sated at length with wonders, we left Pans last Wednes- 
day, and aftei a not unprospeious journey anived heie 
yesteiday afternoon Irving with his household had left 
Dovei a few hours befoie ^ On the whole I cannot say I 
regret this jaunt I have seen many strange things which 
may people my unagmation with interesting foims, and, 
peihaps, yield some materials foi leflection and improvement 
Fiance, as it pi esented itself to me on a mostcmsoiy sui\ey, 
seemed a place rather to be looked at than tamed in Oh 
that I had space to pamt to you the stiange pilgaihc figuies 
that I saw breakfastmg over a few expiimg embers on 
roasted apples, ploughmg with three ponies, with ploughs 
like peat baiiows, oi folded together m long tiough-shaped 
wickei carts, weaimg night caps, and diesses of blue calico, 
with a black stump of a pipe stuck between then jaws, and 
a drop hangmg at then long thm noses, and faces puckeied 
togethei mto the most weepy mouse aspect , oi the women 
iiding on cuddies with wooden saddles , oi the postihons 
with their leathei shovel hats and then boots like model ate 
churns , often bhnd of an eye oi bioken-legged, and always 
the coolest hars m existence But bettei than all was oui 
own mode of treatmgthem , and Stiachey’s Fiench when ht 
scolded the waiteis and hosts of the inns ‘C’est bie 
imposante ’ (said he at Beauvais), ‘ o’est une — ^une — lascahte, 
vous dis-je , vous avez charge deux fois tiop , vous ^tes,’ &c 

* 111 the Remtmscences he says that he found Irving still at Dover 
This IS the single error of fact which I have detected 
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To all which they answered with the giavity of judges 
passing the sentence of death ‘ Monsieur, c’est impossible , 
on ne vous surfait nuUement, on ne,’ &c ‘Ou est les 
chevaux,’ shiieked he at the end of eveiy post ‘ Yont venir, 
monsieur,’ said they Kitty and I were like to split with 
laughing At len^h Strachey himself gave up the cause 
entirely and took to speakmg Fiench Enghsh without dis- 
gmse When a man asked him for ‘quelque chose k bone , 
je vous ai conduit tr^s-bien,’ Stiachey answeied, without 
looking at him, ‘Nongl vous avez driv6 devilish slow,’ 
which suited just as well 

Of Palis I shall say nothmg till we meet It is the 
Yanity Pair of the Universe, and cannot be described m 
many letters With few exceptions the streets are narrow 
and crowded and unclean, the kennel m the middle, and a 
lamp hangmg over it here and there on a rope from side to 
side Theie are no footpaths, but an everlastmg press of 
carnages and carts and dirty people hastening to and fro 
among them, amidst a thousand gare-gares and sacres and 
other oaths and admonitions, while by the side aie men 
roasting chestnuts m their booths, fiuitshops, wineshops, 
barbeis , silk merchants seUmg a prix jmte (without cheat- 
ing), restmratmn^ cafes^ traitmrs^ magastm de bonbons, 
billiaid-tables, estaminets (gm-shops), dibits de tabac (where 
you buy a cigai f oi a halfpenny and go out smoking it), and 
eveiy species of and entrejpbt and magasin for the 
comfoit and lefieshment of the physical part of the natural 
man, plymg its vocation m the midst of noise and stmk, 
both of which it augments by its produce and by its efforts 
to dispose of it The Palais Koyal is a spot uniivalled m 
the world, the chosen abode of vanity and vice, the true 
palace of the tigre-singes (tiger-apes), as Yoltaire called his 
countrymen, a place which I rejoice to t hink is separated 
fiom me by the girdle of the ocean, and never hkely to be 
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copied m the Bntisli Isles I dined m it often, and bought 
four little bone etuis (needle-cascs) at a fianc each foi oui 
four sisters at Mainhill It is a sort of emblem of the 
Fiench character, the perfection of the physical and fantas- 
tical part of our nature, with an absence of all that is solid 
and substantial m the moial, and often in the mtellectual 
part of it Loolong-glasses and tmikets and fiicassees and 
gammg tables seem to be the life of a Fienchman , his home 
IS a place wheie he sleeps and diessas , he hves m the salon 
du restauratmr on the loul&vards^ or the gaiden of the 
Palais Eoyal Eveiy loom you enter, destitute of carpet 01 
fire, IS expanded mto boundlessness by minors , and I should 
think about fifty thousand diceboxes aie set a ratthng every 
night, especially on Sundays, within the walls of Pans 
There the people sit and chattel and fiddle away existence as 
if it weie a laiee show, careless how it go on so they have 
excitement, des sensations agrialles Then palaces and 
picture-gallenes and tiiumphal aiches aie the wondei of the 
earth, but the stink of their stieets is considerable, and you 
cannot walk on them without risking the fiaoture of yoiu 
legs or neck 

But peace be to the French I foi here I have no loom to 
expiess even my ideas about them, fai less to do them any 
justice Suffice it to observe that I contrived to see neaily 
aU that could be seen withm twelve days, and to cany off as 
much enjoyment as it was possible for sights to affoid me at 
the expense of about five pounds steilmg I sawche Louvie 
gallery of pictures, the Tmleries palace, the Jaidin des 
Plantes, the chmches afid cemeten^, and all that could he 
seen I sav; Talma the actor, and almost touched His Most 
Christian Majesty Ohailes X What was most mteiestmg, I 
heard Baron Cuvier dehvei his mtroductory lecture on com- 
parative analomy Cuvier himself pleased me much , he 
seems about fifty, with a fair head of hair giowing giey, a 
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laige broad, not very high head, a nose irregularly aqmlme, 
leceding mouth, peaked chm, blue eyes, which he casts 
upwards, puckermg the eyebrows with a look of great sweet- 
ness and wisdom , altogether the appearance of an accom- 
phshed, kmd, and gentlemanly person His lecfcuie lasted an 
hour and a half I made out nme-tenths of it, and thought 
it very good and wonderfully fluent and correct for an 
extempoie one Nay, what do you thmk ^ I made bold to 
mtroduce myself to Legendie, and was by him taken to a 
sittmg of the Institute, and presented to Dupm, the cele- 
brated traveller m England Here also I saw Laplace and 
Lacioix, and Poisson the mathematicians, and Yauquehnand 
Chaptal and Th^nard the chemists, and heard Majendie read 
a paper Dupm would have mtroduced me to Laplace and 
others, an honour which I dechned, desirmg only to impiess 
myself with a pictuie of then several appearances 

Such was Carlyle’s sudden visit to Pans — an incident 
of more importance to him than he knew at the 
m<>ment He complained before and he complained 
after of the hardness of fortune to him , but fortune in 
the shape of friends was throwing in his way what very 
few young men better connected in life have the happi- 
ness of so early falling in with The expedition created 
no small excitement at Mainhill The old people had 
grown up under the traditions of the war For a son of 
theirs to go abroad at all was almost miraculous 
When they heard that he was gone to Pans, ^ all the 
stoutness of their hearts ’ was required to bear it. 

It matters httle to the suffeiers (wrote his biother 
Alexander) whether their evils are real or imagmaiy Our 
anxiety was groundless, but this did little help till your 
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lettei to Jack amved We had inquired at the post-office 
every day for more than a fortnight before it came, and 
every new disappomtment was, especially to our anxious 
mother, leason sufficient for darkening still deeper the cata- 
logue of her fears about youi welfare I really believe that 
two or three days more of silence would have driven her 
distracted well nigh She had laid aside smging foi more 
than a fortnight , and even the rest of the women, if they 
attempted to smg 01 mdulge in laughmg, were reproached 
with unbecoming lightness of heart But, thanks to heaven, 
we are all of us to rights agam , and you have crossed and 
re-crossed the blue ocean — ^yea, visited the once-poweiful 
kingdom of the great Napoleon, at whose frown Europe 
crouched in tenor 
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CHAPTEE XY. 

AD 1824 JET 29 

The holiday was over Carlyle returned to London 
with the Stracheysj, and settled himself in lodgings in 
Southampton Street, near living Here at any rate 
he intended to stay till Schiller was oflF his hands 
complete in the form of the book That accomplished, 
the problem of his future life remained to be en* 
countered What was he to do^ He was adrift, 
with no settled occupation To what should he turn 
his hand? Where should he resolve to live? He 
had now seen London. He had seen Birmingham 
with its busy industries He had seen Pans He had 
been brought into contact with English intellectual 
life He had conversed and measured strength with 
some of the leading men of letters of the day. He 
knew that he had talents which entitled him to a 
place among the best of them But he was sick in 
body, and mentally he was a strange combination of 
pride and self-depreciation He was free as air, but 
free only, as it seemed to him, because of his insigni- 
ficance, — because no one wanted his help Most of us 
find our course determined by circumstances We are 
saved by necessity from the infirmity of our own wills 
No necessity interfered with Carlyle He had the 
world before him with no limitations but his poverty, 
and he was entirely at sea. So far only he was 
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determined, that he would never sell his soul to the 
Devil, never speak what he did not wholly believe, 
never do what in his inmost heart he did not feel to 
be nght, and that he would keep his independence, 
come what might. 

As old Quixote said (he wrote at this time), and as I have 
often said after him, if it were but a crust of bread and a 
cup of water that Heaven has given thee, rejoice that thou 
hast none but Heaven to thank for it A man that is not 
standmg on his own feet m legaid to economical affairs soon 
ceases to be a man at all Poor Coleiidge is like the hulk 
of a huge ship — ^his masts and sails and mddei have rotted 
quite away 

Literature lay open Nothing could hinder a man 
there save the unwilhngness of pubhshers to take his 
wares, but of this there seemed to be no danger 
^Meister’ was approaching to a second edition, the 
* Schiller,’ such parts of it as had yet appeared, had 
been favourably noticed, and Schiller’s own example 
was specially encouraging Schiller, like himself, 
had been intended for the ministry, had lecoiled from 
it, had drifted, as he had done, into the initial stages 
of law, but had been unable to move in professional 
harness. Schiller, hke himself again, had been 
afflicted with painful chronic disease, and, though 
it killed him early, his spirit had triumphed over his 
body At the age at which Carlyle had ncwajnved, 
Schiller’s name was known in every reading house- 
hold in Q-ermany, and his early plays had been trans- 
lated into half the languages m Europe Schiller 
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however, more fortmiate than he, possessed the rare 
and glonons gift of poetry Carlyle had tried poetry 
and had consciously failed He had intellect enough. 
He had imagination — ^no lack of that, and the keenest 
and widest sensibilities, yet with a true instinct he 
had discovered that the special faculty which dis- 
tinguishes the poet from other men, nature had not 
bestowed upon him. He had no correct metrical ear; 
the defect can be traced in the very best of his attempts, 
whether at translation or at original composition He 
could shape his materials into verse, but without spon- 
taneity, and instead of gaining beauty they lost their 
force and clearness His prose at this time was, on 
the other hand, supremely excellent, httle as he knew 
it The sentences in his letters are perfectly shaped, 
and are pregnant with meaning The more im- 
passioned passages flow in rhythmical cadence hke 
the sweetest tones of an oigan The style of the 
^Life of Schiller’ is the style of his letters He was 
not satisfied with it, he thought it ‘wretched,’^ 
^bombastic,’ *not in the right vein’ It was in fact 
simple Few hterary biographies m the English 
language equal it for grace, for brevity, for clearness 
of portraiture, and artist-like neglect of the un- 
essentials G-oethe so clearly recognised its meiits, 
that in a year or two it was to be translated undei 
ins direction into German, and edited with a preface by 
himself. While England and Scotland were giving 
Carlyle at best few patronising nods, soon to change 
to anger and contempt, Goethe saw m this young 
unknown Scotchman the characteristics of a true man 
of gemus, and spoke of him * as a new moral foice, the 
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extent and effects of which it was impossible to 
predict ’ 

The rewriting and arranging of the ^ Life of Schiller ’ 
was more tedious than Carlyle expected It was done 
at last, however, pubhshed and paid for A copy was 
sent to MainhiU, with a letter to his mother 


I have at last finished that miserable book, on account 
of which I have been scoldmg prmters and runmng to and 
fro hke an e^ xl spirit for the last three weeks The ‘ Life of 
Schiller ’ is noi\ fairly off my hands I have not put my 
name to it, not feelmg anxious to have the syllables of my 
pool name pass thiongh the months of cockneys on so 
slender an occasion, though, if anyone lay it to my chaige, I 
shall see no reason to blush for the hand I had m it Some- 
times of late I have bethought me of some of your old 
maxims about pnde and vamty I do see this same vamty 
to be the root of half the evil men are subject to in life 
Examples of it stare me m the face every day 
The pitiful passion under any of the thousand forms 
which it assumes never fails to wither out the good and 
worthy parts of a man’s character, and leave him poor and 
spiteful, an enemy to his own peace and that of all about 
him There never was a wiser dootrme than that of 
Christian humihty, considered as a corrective for the coarse 
unruly selfishness of man’s nature I know you will lead the 
‘ Schiller ’ with attention and pleasure It contams nothmg 
that I know of but truth of fact and sentiment, and I have 
always found that the honest truth of one mind had a cer- 
tam attraction m it for every other mmd that Joved truth 
honestly Various quacks, for mstance, have ^claimed 
agamst the immorality of ^ Meister , ’ and the person whom it 
dehghted above all others of my acquamtance was Mrs 
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Strachey, exactly the most leligious, pure, and trae-nunded 
person among the whole number A still more convincing 
proof of my doctrme was the satisfaction you took m it 

The * Schiller ’ was as welcome at MamhiU as * Meister * 
had been, but I have anticipated the completion of it. 
It was not finished till the middle of the winter, aU 
which time Carlyle was alone in his London lodgings 
His peisonal history from the time of his return from 
Dover is told in his letters 

To Mtb OmiyUi MmnhiLl 

23 Soathampton Street, Pentonville 

Novemter 12, 1824 

The Stracheys took me with them in their carnage to 
Shooter’s Hill, and I made my way to the hospitable mansion 
of the Oiatoi at Pentonville by vaiious coaches as I best 
could Next morning no entreaties for delay could detain 
me I set out m quest of lodgmgs, deteiimned to take no 
rest till I had found some place which I could call my own, 
where I might at last collect my scattered thoughts and see 
what yet remamed to me to be accomplished or avoided I 
found the task of taking lodgings less abominable than I 
used to reckon it m Edinburgh Irvmg and his wife went 
with me to one or two till I got mto the way, after which I 
dism is sed them, and pioceeded on the search myself Ere 
long I landed m Southampton Street, a fine, clean, quiet 
spot, and found a landlady and a couple of rooms almost 
exactly such as I was wanting 

Here I have fixed my abode for a space, and design to set 
sei lousier about remodelhng my affans On the whole I am 
happy that I have got into a house of my own where I am 
lord and master, and can manage as I like without givmg 
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an account to anyone Irving could not take me to board 
m his house, having engaged to admit one Paiker from 
Glasgow (at a very high late), who is coming heie to study 
law Indeed, after inspecting the state of his internal 
economy, I more than ceased to desire it He himself is of 
lough and leady habits, and his wife is not by any means 
the pink of housekeepeis Foi one like me their house and 
table would have suited but mdiffeiently m pomt of health, 
and their visitois and othei mterruptions would have sadly 
mterfered with my standing busmess Irvmg’s kind and 
interesting conveisation was the only thmg that tempted me, 
and even this for the piesent could not have been got The 
Oiatoi’s whole heart and soul seem foi a while to have been 
set on two sohtary objects — ^the Caledonian Chapel and the 
squealmg biat of a cMd which his dear Isabella brought 
Imn three months ago This smallest and wershest of his 
Majesty’s subjects the woibhy pieachei dandles and fondles 
and diy-nurses and talks about in a way that is piteous to 
behold He speculates on the progressive development of 
Ms senses, on the state of Ms bowels, on Ms hours of rest, 
his pap-spoons and his hippmgs He asks you twenty times a 
day (me he dares not ask any longer) if he is not a pretty 
boy He even at times attempts a hideous chaunt to the 
creatine by way of lullaby Unhappy gorl ' I have wished 
it farther than I need repeat at piesent Its mewmg used 
to awaken me at night Its histoiy keeps me silent by day 
Now that I am gone from its spheie I can wish it well as 
the offspring of my fnend, whom aftei all 1 do not like much 
the worse that he is o^ ei-fond and foolish as a father In my 
present state, too, I can enjoy aU that is enjoyable m hi 
company and friendship Tins house is withm three minutes’ 
walk of his, wheie I design to be a frequent visitor * They 
have been kind fnends to me I weie a worthless creature 
to forget them 
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I expect to pass my time neither unpleasantly nor un- 
profitably m tins city I have people enough heie whom I 
wish to see and may see Some of them are attractive by 
their talent and knowledge, several by their kmdness The 
Stracheys I have found to be fiiendly m a high degree 
Mrs Montagu (Irvmg’s ‘ noble lady,’ whom I do not like as 
well as Mrs S ), had a note lymg for me m Dover mviting 
me m very warm and high-flown terms to come and hve with 
them The BuUers aie here at present , they sent mvitmg 
me by Arthur then son to come and dme with them to- 
day I would not d%m with the Kmg But I engaged to 
go and take tea Badams piedicts that I will come back to 
him , but tins I do not expect 

London pleased Carlyle less as he knew it better. 

To John Ga^ lyle. 

23 Southampton Street Kovember 30, 1824 
Albs of York is here at present, settmg up a sort of 
‘ Asylum ’ He wishes me to go out and hve with hun at 
his house m Eppmg Forest He will board me and a hoise 
for 40Z a year ^ That scheme will not answer There is 
foUy enough withm my reach alieady without gomg to seek 
it among the professedly msane Peihaps I may go and 
stay with him a week or so when I have finished the wiitmg 
of this boob I have yet made but httle progress m my 
survey of London The weather has been very unpropitious, 
and I have had many thmgs to do I have several persons 
(Mrs Montagu, Mis Strachey, Piocter, &o ) whom I call on 
now and then, and might far oftener if I found it useful 
They are kind persons, particularly the first two , but for 
rational employment of my mmd m their company there is 
but very httle People of elevated mmds and clear ]udg- 
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ment seem to be as raie heie as m the noith Anythmg 
approaching to a great character is a treasure I have yet to 
meet with Yet such is hfe The httle that is good m it 
we ought to welcome, and forget how much bettei it might 
have been when we tlnnk how much worse it generally is 
These two women and their families treat me as if I were a 
near relation, not a wandermg stranger I feel their kind- 
ness, and hope yet to profit moie by it Basil Montagu, the 
husband, was desciibed to me as a philosopher I find Inm 

to be an honest-hearted goose Happy Irving, who 

sees in all his friends the pink of human excellence , and 
when he has found the nakedness of the land, can turn him 
round and seek a fresh supply He is still fighting away as 
vahantly as ever — ^nursing and pieaohing His populaiity is 
growmg steadier, and I think will ultimately settle into some- 
thing comfortable and accordant with the nature of things 
The fashionable people have long ago forgot that he exists , 
and our worthy pieacher has discovered, fortunately not too 
late, that many things since the Eeformation have been 
more surprismg than to glow a London lion for the space 
of three little months I am glad with all my heait that this 
insane work is over living is becoming known to men at 
large as he is The sceptical and hteiary people find that 
he IS not a quack , and they honour him, 01 at least let him 
hve at peace There are many peisons of waim hearts and 
half-cultivated heads who love him and admire him^ and I 
thmk will stand by him fiimly All that have ever known 
him m private must and do like hun Dehvered from the 
gloss incense of preachmg popularity, Irving will cultivate 
his mmd in peace , and may ray out a piofitable mixture of 
light and darkness upon a much wider pubhc thap he has 
yet tiddiessed by writing After all he is a brave fellow— 
among the best, if not the very best, whom I have met in 
life. Success to him ^ foi though I laugh at him, I weie a 
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dog if I did not love him Speak nof of his popularity. 
Youi words will be mterpieted to mean, not that it is glowing 
rational, but that it is over At present I reckon the appear- 
ance of it better than it has ever been 

The correspondence with Miss Welsh had continued 
regularly since Carlyle left Scotland Letters written 
under such circumstances are in their nature private, 
and so must for the most part remain Miss Welsh, how- 
ever, was necessarily a principal element in any scheme 
which Carlyle might form for his future hfe, and to her 
his views were exposed without the smallest reserve. 
The pensions or sinecures of which her too sanguine 
expectation had dreamt, he had known from the first 
to be illusions He must live, if he hved at all by his 
own hand He had begun to think that both for body 
and mind London was not the place for him He had 
saved between two and three hundred pounds, beyond 
what he had spent upon his brothers His tastes weie 
of the simplest The plainest house, the plainest food, the 
plamest dress was all that he wanted The hterary men 
whom he had met with in the metropohs did not please 
him Some, like Hazlitt, were selling their souls to 
the periodical press Even in Campbell and Coleridge 
the finer powers were dormant or paralysed, under the 
spell it seemed of London and its influences Southey 
and Wordsworth, who could give a better account of 
their abihties, had turned their backs upon the world 
with its vain distinctions and noisy flatteries, and were 
living far away among the lakes and mountams 
Carlyle was considering that he, too, would be better in 
Annandale He would take a farm and stock it His 
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biother Alexander would manage it for him, while he 
could study and write From these two sources, means 
sufficient could easily be provided for a simple and 
honourable existence Befoie taking any decided step, 
however, it was necessary to consult the person who had 
promised to be his wife when he should find himself m 
a condition to maintain her in tolerable comfort It is 
possible — though speculations of an interested kind 
influenced Carlyle as little as they ever influenced any 
man — that among their resources he had calculated her 
fortune would pass for something There had been no 
occasion for her to tell him precisely the disposition 
which she had made of it He had written to her 
effusively, and she had laughed at him She had been 
afterwards slightly unwell, and had expressed penitence 
for her levity. 


To Miss Welsh, 


28 Southampton Street, PentonviUe December — 
Your sickness I have striven to make light of I mil not 
let myself beheve that it is more than temporary , and the 
senous mood you partly owe to it is that in which to me 
you are far most mteiestmg 

Do not mock and laugh, however gracefully, when you can 
help it Foi your own sake I had almost rather see you sad 
It IS the earnest, affectionate, warm-hearted, enthusiastic 
Jane that I love The acute, sarcastic, clear -sighted, derisive 
Jane I can at best hut admne Is it not a pity that you 
had such a turn that way ^ ‘ Pity lather that the fellies of 
the world, and yours among the number, Mr Quack, should 
so often call for castigation ’ "Well, well I Be it so, then. 
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A wilfu] man, and still more a wilful woman, will have their 
way Now let us turn over a new leaf — ^ new leaf m 

the papei, and still moie m the subject I am meditating 
with as ngid an intensity as ever on the gieat focus of all 
purposes at present — ^the arranging of my future life Here 
IS no hght business, and no want of eageiness in me to see it 
done As yet I have made no way, or very httle, but 
already I am far happier than I was, from the mere con- 
sideration that my destmy, with all its manifold en- 
tanglements, perplexmg and tormentmg as they are, is now 
submitted to my own management Of my projects I can 
give no description They fluctuate from day to day, and 
many of them are not of a kmd to be explamed m writmg 
One item hes at the bottom of almost any scheme I form 
It is determination to have some household of my own , 
some abode which I maybe lord of, though it were no better 
than the Cynic’s tub , some abiding home which I may keep 
myself m peace by the hope of unpioving — ^not of changing for 
another I have hved too long m tents a wandermg Bedoum, 
the fruit of my toils wasted or spent m the day that witnessed 
them I am sick and must recover , and if so, sickness 
itself provides the helps for gettmg out of it Till then my 
mmd hes spell-bound, the best of my talents (bless the mark) 
shut up even fiom my own view, and the thought of wnting 
anythmg beyond mere drudgery is vam I see all this, but 
I also see the plan of conquermg it if it can be conquered 
I must settle myself down withm reach of Edmburgh or 
London I must divide my tune between mental and bodily 
exercises If the lattei could be turned to profit, could be 
regularly fixed and ordered by necessity of any kind, I should 
regard the point as gamed Had I land of my own, I should 
mstantly be tempted to become a — ^farmer ! Laugh outright I 
But it IS very true I think how I should mount a horseback 
m the grey of the mommg and go forth like a destroying 
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angel among my lazy hinds, ^ quickening every sluggish hand, 
cultivating and clearing, tilling and planting, till the place 
became a very garden lound me In the inteimediate hours 
I could woik at hteratuie , thus compelled to hve accordmg 
to the wants of natuie, m one twelvemonth I should be the 
healthiest man m three parishes, and then, if I said and did 
nothing notable, it weie my own blame or nature’s only 

This you say is Utopian dieammg, not the sobei scheme of 
a man in his senses I am soiiy foi it — sorry that nothing 
half so likely to save me comes withm the ciicuit of my 
capabihties A smecuie ^ God bless thee, my dailing I I 
could not touch a sinecure though twenty of my fiiends 
should volunteer to offer it Kemeswegs It is no part of my 
plan to eat the bread of idleness so long as I have the force of 
a sparrow left in me to procure the honest bread of mdustry 
living, too ^ good Irvmg ^ His thoughts are friendly, but he 
expresses them hke a goose ^ Help me to the uttermost’ ^ 
If he can help himself to get along the path through hfe, xt 
IS all that I shall ask of him If his own shms are safe at 
the ]oumey’s end (a pomt on which there aie many doubts), 
let him hang a votive tablet up and go to bed in peace I 
shall manage mme There is no use m ‘ helps ’ The grown- 
up man that cannot be his own help ought to solicit his dis- 
charge from the Church mihtant, and turn him to some 
middle legion by the eaihest conveyance For affection, or 
the famtest imitation of it, a man should feel obhged to his 
very dog But foi the gross assistances of patronage or 
pm’se, let him pause before acceptmg them fiom anyone 
Let hun utterly refuse them except fiom bemgs that are 
ensbimed m his heart of hearts, and from whom no chance 

% 

* This IS like his ‘ sluttish harlots * at Ehnnaird How he 
know that his hinds would he lazy ? But vehement language, which 
implied nothing but the impatience and irritability of his own mind, was 
as characteristic of Carlyle as it was of Johnson 
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can divide him It is the law in Yaimouth that every 
henmg hang hy its own head Except m cases singularly 
wretched or smgulaily happy, that judicious principle I 
thmk should also govern life 

A few days later he writes again — 

Iivmg advises me to stay in London , partly with a 
fnendly feeling, paitly with a half-selfish one, for he would 
fain keep me near him Among all his followers fcheie is none 
whose mtercourse can satisfy him Any other than him it 
would go far to disgust Gieat part of them are blockheads, 
a few aie fools There is no rightly mtellectual man among 
them He speculates and speculates, and would rather have 
one contiadict him lationally, than gape at him with the 
vacant stare of childien viewing the Grand Turk’s palace 
with his guards — all ahve ! He advises me, not knowmg what 
he says He himself has the nerves of a buffalo, and foigets 
that I have not His philosophy with me is like a gill of 
ditch-watei thrown into the ciater of Mount iEtna A 
million gallons of it would avail me nothmg 

On the whole, however, he is among the best fellows m 
London, by far the best that I have met with Thomas 
Campbell has a fai clearer judgment, infinitely moie taste 
and refinement, but there is no hvmg well of thought oi 
feehng m him His head is a shop, not a manufacfcoiy , and 
foi has heart, it is as diy as a Gieenock kipper I saw him 
for the second time the other mght I viewed him moie 
cleaily and m a kmdhei hght, but scarcely alteied my 
opinion of him He is not so much a man as the editor of 
a magazine His life is that of an exotic He exists in 
Londoh, as most Scotchmen do, like a shrub disrooted and 
stuck into a bottle of water Poor Campbell ^ There were 
good thmgs m him too, but fate has pressed too heavy on 
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him, or he has resisted it too weakly His poetic vein is 
failmg, or has run out He has a Glasgow wife, and then 
only son is m a state of idiotcy I sympathised with him, I 
could have loved him, but he has foigot the way to love 
Pioctei here has set up house on the stiength of his writmg 
faculties, with his wife, a daughter of the Noble Lady He 
IS a good-natuied man, hvely and ingenious, but essentially 
a small Coleridge is sunk inextncably in the depths of 
putrescent indolence Southey and Wordswoi th have retiied 
far fiom the din of this monstrous city, so has Thomas 
Moore Whom have we left ? The dwarf Opium-eatei, my 
critic in the ‘London Magazme,’ kves here in lodgings, 
with a wife and children living, or staivmg, on the scanty 
pioduce of his sciibble far off in Westmoieland He caiiies 
a laudanum bottle m his pocket, and the venom of a wasp in 

his heart A rascal ( who writes much of the black- 

guaidism in ‘ Blackwood,’ has been fiying him to cinders on 
the gndnon of ‘ John Bull ’ Pool De Quincey I He had 
twenty thousand pounds, and a libeial shaie of gifts from 
nature Yamty and opium have biought him to the state of 
‘ dog distiact or monkey sick ’ If I could find him, it would 
give me pleasuie to procuie him one substantial beefsteak 
before he dies Hazlitt is wiiting his way through Fiance 
and Italy The ginshops and pawnbiokeis bewail his 
absence Leigh Hunt writes ‘wishmg caps’ for the 
‘ Exammer,’ and hves on the hghtest of diets at Pisa But 

what shall I say of you, ye ^ and ^ and , and 

all the spotted fiy that ‘ report ’ and ‘ get up ’ for the ‘ pubhc 
piess,’ that earn money by wntmg calummes, and spend it m 
punch and other vilei objects of debauchery ^ Filthiest and 
basest of the children of men ! My soul come not mto your 
secrets , mine honoui be not umted unto you I * ‘ Good 
heavens I ’ I often inwardly exclaim, ‘and is this the hterary 
world 7 ’ This lascal lout, this dirty rabble, destitute not 
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only of high feehng and knowledge or intellect, but even of 
common honesty ! The very best of them are ill-natined 
weakhngs They are not red-blooded men at all They are 
only thmgs for writing articles But T have done with them 
for once In laihng at them let me not foiget that if they are 
bad and worthless, I, as yet, am nothing , and that he who 
putteth on his harness should not boast himself as he who 
putteth it off Unhappy souls ! perhaps they are more to be 
pitied than blamed I do not hate them I would only 
that stone walls and iron bars were constantly between us 
Such m the hterary world of London, mdisputably the 
poorest part of its population at piesent 

While in this humour with Enghsh men of letters, 
Carlyle was surprised and cheered by a letter from one 
of the same caUing in another country, the ndtan whom 
above all others he most honoured and admired, Groethe 
himself He had sent a copy of his translation of 
* Meister ’ to Weimar, but no notice had been taken of 
it, and he had ceased to expect any *It was hke a 
message from fairyland,’ he said He could at first 
scarcely beheve Hhat this was the real hand and 
signature of that mysterious personage whose name had 
floated through his fancy hke a sort of spell since his 
boyhood, whose thoughts had come to him in maturer 
years almost with the impressiveness of revelations*’ 
An account of this angel visitation, with a copy of the 
letter itself, was forwarded to Mamhill, 

To John Carlyle^ 

Southampton Street December 18 
The other afternoon, as I was lying dozmg m a brown 
study after dmner, a lord’s lackey knocked at the door and 
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presented me with a little blue parcel, requumg for it a note 
of dehvery I opened it, and found two pietty stitched 
httle books, and a letter from Goethe I I copy it and send 
it for your edification The patriarchal style of it pleases 
me much — ^ 

‘ My dearest Sir, — If I did not acknowledge on the spot 
the arrival of your welcome present, it was because I was 
unwilling to send you an empty acknowledgment merely, but 
I purposed to add some caieful remaiks on a work so honom- 
able to me 

‘ My advanced years, howevei, burdened as they are with 
many indispensable duties, have prevented me from com- 
paring your translation at my leisure with the original text — 
a moie difficult undeitaking, peihapa, for me than for some 
third person thoroughly familiar with German and English 
hterature Smce, however, I have at the present moment an 
opportunity, through the Loids Bentinck, of forwarding this 
note safely to London, and at the same time of bringing 
about an acquaintance between yourself and the Loids B 
which may be agreeable to both of you, I delay no longer to 
thank you for the interest which you have taken in my 
hteiary works as weU as m the incidents of my hfe, and to 
entreat you earnestly to continue the same interest for the 
future also It may be that I shall yet hear much of you 
I send herewith a set of poems which you wiU scarcely have 
seen, but with which I venture to hope that you will feel a 
certain sympathy 

‘With the most sincere good wishes, 

‘Your most obedient, 

‘J W Goethe’^ 

^ The translation is mine Carlyle copied the letter as it was written 

® In Goethe’s German — 

‘Wenn leh, mein werthester Herr, die glnckliche Ankunft Ihrel 
viUkommenen Sendong mcht ungesaumt anzeigte, so war die TJrsache 

18—2 
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This IS the first of several letters which Carlyle re- 
ceived from Groethe ; the earliest token of the attention 
which he had commanded from the leader of modem 
hterature, an attention which deepened mto regard and 
admiration when the ^ Life of Schiller ’ reached Goethe’s 
hands. The acquaintance which was to prove mutually 
interesting came of course to nothing Carlyle heard no 
more of the * Lords Bentmck ’ The momentary con- 
sequence which attached to him as the correspondent 
of the poet-mmister of the Duke of Weimar disappeared 
in England, where he seemed no more than an in- 
significant struggling individual, below the notice of 
the privileged circles 


dass ich nicht emen leeren Empfangscliem ausstellen, sondem Uber Ihre 
mir so ehrenvolle Arbeit aucb irgend em gepruftes Wort beyzufugen 
die Absicbt batte 

* Meine bohen Jabie jedocb mit so vielen unabwendbaren Obliegen- 
beiten immerfort beladen, binderten micb an einer rnbigen Vergleicbung 
Tbrer Bearbeitung mit dem Onginaltext, welcbes vielleicbt fur micb 
eine scbwerere Aufgabe seyn mocbte, als fur irgend emen dritten der 
deutscben und engliscben Literatur grundlich Befreundeten Gegen 
wartig aber, da icb eine Q-elegenbeit sebe durch die Herren G-rafeu 
Bentmck gegenwartiges Scbreiben sicber nacb London zu bnngen, und 
zugleicb beiden Tbeilen eine angenebme Bekanntsebaft zu verscbafEen, 
so versaume nicbt meinen Bank fur Ibre so innige Theilnabme an 
meinen literariscben Arbeiten, sowohl als an den Scbicksalen meines 
Lebens, bierdurcb treulicb auszusprecben , und Sio um Fortsetzung 
derselben aucb fur die Zukunft angelegentlicb zu ersucben Vielleicbt 
erfabre icb in der Folge nocb mancbes von Ibnen, und ubersende zu 
gleieb mit diesem eine Eeibe von Gedicbten welcbe seb-werlich zu Ibnen 
gekommen sind, yon denen icb aber boffen darf, dass sie Ibnen einiges 
Interesse abgewinnen yrerden 

* Mit den aufncbtigsten Wunscben, 

* Ergebenst, 

*J W Gobthb 
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The annals of this year, so eventful in Carlyle’s 
history, may close with a letter to him from the poor 
farm-house in Annandale 

To Thomas Carlyle 


MamhiU December 18, 1824 

Dear Son, — take this oppoitunity to thank you foi your 
unvarymg londness, though I feai it will haidly lead But 
never mmd , I know to whom I am wntmg It is a long 
tune since we had a sight of each othei , neveitheless I am 
often with you m thought, and I hope we shall meet at a 
thione of grace where theie is free access to all who come in 
faith Tell me if thou leadest a chapter often If not, 
begin , oh, do begin ^ How do you spend the Sabbath in 
that tumultuous city ? Oh I remember to keep it holy , this 
you will never lepent I thmk you will be saying, ‘ Hold, 
mother ^ ’ but time is short and unoertam Now, Tom, the 
best of boys thou art to me I Do not think I am melancholy, 
though I so speak Be not uneasy on my account I have 
gieat reason to be thankful I am qmte well, and happy too 
when I hear from London and Edinburgh And pray do not 
let me want food as your father says, I look as if I would 
eat your letters Wnte eveiythmg and soon — I look foi one 
every fortmght till we meet I grudge takmg up the sheet, 
so I bid thee good-mght, and remam 

Youi affectionate mother, 

Masgaeet Caelylb. 


P S by Alexander Carlyle — 

You are veiy wise, we seiiously thmk, in determinmg to 
live m the country, but how or where I do not pretend to 
say , peihaps in some cottage with a grass paik or cow 
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attached to it for the nonce, and our mother or Mag for 
housekeeper Or what say you of farming (marrying, I dare 
not speak to you about at all) ? There aie plenty of farms 
to let on all sides of the country But tell me are the warm 
hearts of Mainhill changed ^ or are they less anxious tc 
please ? I guess not Yet aftei all, 1 do often think that 
you would be as comfortable heie as anywhere 



FLANS FOR THE FUTURE. 


m 


CHAPTER XVI, 

A D 1826 iEST SO. 

Goethe’s letter was more than a compliment Goethe, 
who did not throw away his words in unmeaning 
pohtenesses, had noticed Carlyle ; and notice was more 
welcome from such a source than if it had come from 
ministers or kings The master had spoken approv- 
ingly The disciple was encouraged and invigorated 
He had received an assurance that his intellectual 
career would not be a wholly unfruitful one Pleasant 
as it was, however, it did not help the solution of the 
pressing problem, what was he immediately to do? 
The piospect of a farm in Scotland became more 
attractive the more he thought of it Freedom, fresh 
air, plain food, and the society of healthy, pious people, 
unspoilt by the world and its contagion — ^with these hfe 
might be worth having and might be turned to noble 
uses He had reflected much on his engagement with 
Miss Welsh He had felt that perhaps he had done 
wrong m allowing her to entangle herself with a 
person whose future was so uncertain, and whose 
present schemes, even if realised successfully, would 
throw her, if she married him, into a situation so unhke 
what she had anticipated, so unhke the surrohndings 
to which she had been accustomed In his vehement 
way he had offered to release her if she wished it , and 
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slie had unhesitatingly refused As little, however, 
was her ambition gratified with the prospect of being 
mistress of a Scotch farm She had mocked at his 
proposal She had pointed out with serious truth his 
own utter unfitness for a farmer’s occupation She had 
jestingly told him that she had land of her own at 
Ciaigenputtock The tenant was leaving If he was 
bent on trying, let him try Craigenputtock He took 
her jest in earnest Why should he not farm Ciaigen- 
puttock ^ Why should not she, as she was still 
wilhng to be his hfe companion, hve with him there ^ 
Her father had been bom in the old manor-house, and 
had mtended to end his days there To himself the 
moorland hfe would be only a continuance of the same 
happy mode of existence which he had known at Main- 
hiU In such a household, and m the discharge of 
the commonest duties, he had seen his mother become 
a very paragon of women He did not understand, or 
he did not wish to understand, that a position which 
may be admirably suited to a person who has known 
no other, might be ill-adapted to one who had been 
bred in luxury and had never known a want uncared 
for The longer he reflected on it, the more desirable 
the plan of taking Craigenputtock appeared to him 
to be. 


To M%88 Welsh. 

Pentonville Jan 9, 1825 

I tn^str that the same cheerful spirit of affection which 
breathes m every hue of your last charming letter still 
animates you, and disposes you kindly towards me I have 
somewhat to propose to you which it may lequire all your 
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love of me to make yon look upon with favonr If yon aie 
not the best woman m the woild, it may prove a sorry bnsi- 
ness for both of ns 

Ton bid me tell yon how I have decided — ^what I mean 
to do It IS yon that must decide I will endeavonr to 
explam to you what I wish , it mnst rest with yon to say 
whether it can evei be attained Ton tell me yon have land 
which needs improvement Why not work on that ? in 
one woid, then, will yon go with me ^ Will you be my own 
foi ever ? Say yes, and I embiace the pioject with my 
whole heart I send my brother Ahck ovei to rent that 
Nithsdale farm for me without delay , I proceed to it the 
moment I am freed from my engagements here , I laboui 
m arranging it, and fitting eveiything for your reception , 
and the instant it is ready I take yon home to my hearth, 
never more to part fiom me, whatever fate betide ns 

I feai yon think this scheme a baseless vision , and yet 
it is the sober best among the many I have meditated — ^the 
best for me, and I think also, so far as I can 3udge of it, for 
yonrself If it take effect and be well conducted, I look 
upon the lecovery of my health and equammity, and with 
these, of reguiai profitable and natural habits of activity, 
as thmgs which aie no longer doubtful I have lost them 
by departmg from nature , I mnst find them by retnmmg 
to her A stem expeiience has taught me this, and I am a 
fool if I do not piofit by the lesson Depend upon it, Jane, 
this hteiatnre which both of ns are so bent on pursnmg will 
not constitute the sole nouiishment of any true human 
spnit TSo truth has been forced upon me, after moie 
lesistance, or with more invincible impiessiveness than this 
I feel it m myself I see it daily in others Literatme is the 
wzm of hre It will not, cannot, be its food What is it that 
makes blne-stockmgs of women, magazine hacks of men ? 
They neglect household and social duties They have no 
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htouseliold and social enjoyments Life is no longer with 
them a verdant field, but a hortu^ bwcub They exist pent 
up m noisome streets, amid feverish excitements They 
despise or overlook the common blessedness which Providence 
has laid out for all his creatures, and tiy to substitute foi it 
a distilled qumtessence piepared in the alembic of painters 
and rhymers and sweet singers What is the result ? This 
arAmt spint parches up their nature They become dis- 
contented and despicable, or wretched and dangerous 
Byron and all strong souls go the latter way Campbell and 
all the weak souls the former ‘ Hinaus I ’ as the Devil says 
to Faust ‘ Hinaus ms freie Feld I ’ There is no soul in 
these vapid ‘ articles ’ of yours Away I be men before 
attempting to be writers 

You, too, are unhappy, and I see the reason You have 
a deep, earnest, and vehement spnit, and no earnest task has 
ever been assigned it You despise and ridicule the meanness 
of the things about you To the things you honour you can 
only pay a fervent adoration which issues in no practical 
effect Oh that I saw you the mistress of a house diffusmg 
over human souls that loved you those clear faculties of 
order, judgment, elegance, which you are now reduced to 
spend on pictures and portfohos , blessing hvmg hearts with 
that enthusiastic love which you must now direct to the 
distant and dimly seen All this is in you You have a 
heart and an mtellect and a resolute decision which might 
make you the model of wives, however widely your thoughts 
and youi expenenoe have hitherto wandered from that 
highest distmction of even the noblest woman I too have 
wandered wide and far Let us return , let us return 
together r Let us learn through one another what it is to 
hve Let us set our minds and habitudes m order, and 
grow under the peaceful sunshme of nature, that whatever 
fruit or flowers have been implanted in our spurts may npen 
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wholesomely and be distributed in due season What is 
genius but the last peifection of tiue manhood ? the pure 
leflection of a spint in union with itself, discharging all 
common duties with more than common excellence , extract- 
mg from the many-coloured scenes of life in which it mingles 
the beautifymg prmciple which moie or less pervades them 
all ^ The lose m its full-blown fragrance is the glory of the 
fields , but there must be a soil and stem and leaves, or theie 
will be no rose Your mind and my own have in them 
many capabihties , but the first of all their duties is to pio- 
vide for their own regulation and contentment If theie be 
an overplus to conseciate to higher ends it will not fail to 
show itself If there be none, it were better it should nevei 
attempt to show itself 

But I must leave these generahties and avoid lomance, 
for it IS an earnest practical affair we aie engaged in, and 
requires sense and regulation, not poetics and enthusiasm 
‘ Where then,’ you ask me, * aie the means of leahsing these 
results, of mastering the difficulties and deficiencies that 
beset us both ^ ’ This too I have considered , the black 
catalogue of impedunents have passed again and again in 
review before me, but on the whole I do not think them in- 
surmountable If you will undertake to be my faithful 
helper, as I will all my life be yours, I fear not to engage 
with them. 

The first, the lowest, but a most essential pomt, is that 
of funds On this matter I have still httle to tell you that 
you do not know I feel m general that I have oidinary 
faculties in me, and an oidmary degiee of diligence in 
using them, and that thousands manage life in comfort 
with even slendeiei lesources In my piesent state my 
mcome, though small, might to reasonable wishes suffi- 
cient , were my health and faculties lestoied, it might be- 
come abundant Shall I confess to you this is a difficulty 
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which we are apt to overrate The essentials of even elegant 
comfort are not difficult to procure It is only vanity that is 
insatiable in consuming To my taste cleanliness and oidei 
are fai beyond gilding and giandeur, which without them are 
an abomination , and for displays, for festivals, and parties I 
beheve you aie as indisposed as myself What is the use of 
this same vamty ? Where is the good of being its slaves ? 
If thou and I love one anothei, if we discharge our duties 
faithfully and steadfastly, one labourmg with honest, manful 
zeal to piovide, the other with noble wife-hke prudence in 
dispensing, have we not done all we can ^ iae we not 
acquitted at the bar of oui own conscience ? And what is 
it to us whethei this 01 that Squue or Baihe be richer or 
poorer than we ? 

Two laws I have laid down to myself — ^that I must and 
will lecover health, without which to think or even to live is 
burdensome 01 unpiofitable , and that I will not degenerate 
into the wretched thmg which calls itself an author in our 
capitals, and sciibbles for the sake of lucie in the periodicals 
of the day Thank Heaven, theie are othei means of hvmg 
If theie weie not, I for one should beg to be excused 
On the whole I begin to entertain a ceitain degiee of con- 
tempt for the destmy which has so long persecuted me I 
will be a man m spite of it Yet it lies with you whether I 
shall be a right man, or only a haid and bitter Stoic What 
say you ^ Decide for yourself and me Consent if you dare 
trust me, and let us hve and die together Yet feai not to 
deny me if your judgment so determine It wih be a shaip 
pang that tears away from me for ever the hope which now 
for years has been the solace of my existence , but bettei to 
endure ^it and all its consequences than to witness and to 
cause the forfeit of your happiness At times, I confess, 
when I hear you speak of yom gay cousins, and contrast 
with their biiUiant eqmpments my own simple exteiior 
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and scanty prospects, and hninble, but to me most dear and 
hononrable-minded binsmen, whom I weie tbe veiiest dog if 
I ceased to love and venerate and cbeiish for tbeir true 
affection and tbe rugged steibng worth of tbeir cbaractei — 
when I think of all tbis I could almost counsel you to cast me 
utterly away, and to connect yourself witb one whose friends 
and station aie more analogous to your own But anon in 
some moment of self-love, I say pioudly there is a spuit m 
me which is worthy of this maiden, which shall be woithy of 
her I will teach her, I will guide hei, I will make hei 
happy Together we will shaie the joys and sonows of 
existence 

Speak, then . . Thmk well of me, of youiself, of oui 
circumstances, and determine — ^Daie you trust me, daie you 
trust your fate with me, as I trust mine with you ^ Judge if 
I wait youi answer with impatience I know you will not 
keep me waitmg Of couise it will be necessary to explam 
all things to your mother, and take her serious advice 
lespectmg them For youi other fnends, it is not worth 
while consultmg one of them I know not that theie is one 
among them that would give you as dismteiested advice as 
even I, judgmg m my own cause May God bless you and 
direct you Decide as you will 


Miss Welsh, after having lost Irving, had consented 
to be Carlyle’s wife as soon as he was in a fair position 
to marry, m the conviction that she was connecting 
herself with a man who was destined to become 
bnlhantly distinguished, whom she honoured for his 
character and admired foi his gifts, m whose society 
and in whose triumphs she would find a compensation 
for the disappointment of her earher hopes She was 
asked m this letter to be the mistress of a mooiland 
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farming establishment Had she felt towards Carlyle 
as she had felt towards his friendj she would perhaps 
have encountered cheerfully any lot which was to be 
shared with the object of a passionate affection But 
the indispensable feeling was absent She was invited 
to rehnquish her station in society, and resign comforts 
which habit had made necessary to her, and she was 
apparently to sacrifice at the same time the very 
expectations which had brought her to regard a 
marriage with Carlyle as a possibility She knew 
better than he what was really imphed in the situation 
which he offered her She Imew that if farming on a 
Scotch moor was to be a successful enterprise, it would 
not be by morning rides, metaphorical vituperation of 
‘ lazy hinds,’ and forenoons and evenings given up to 
poetry and philosophy Both he and she would have 
to work with all their might, and with their own hands, 
with all their time and all their energy, to the extinc- 
tion of every higher ambition Carlyle himself also 
she knew to be entirely unfit for any such occupation 
The privations of it might be nothing to him, for he 
was used to them at home, but he would have to cease 
to be himself before he could submit patiently to a life 
of mechanical drudgery She told him the truth with 
the merciless precision which on certain occasions dis- 
tinguished her. 


To TkmoB Canlyle. 


Haddington January IS, 1825 

I httle thought that my joke about your fanning Oraigen 
puttock was to be made the basis of such a senous and 



HER ANSWER 


287 


extraordinary project If you had seen the state of per- 
plexity which your letter has thrown me mto, you would 
have practised any self-denial rather than have wiitten it 
But tWe IS no use m talking of what is done Oosa fatta 
M capo The thmg to be considered now is what to do 
Ton have sometimes asked me did I ever think ? Poi 
once m my life at least I have thought myself mto a vertigo, 
and without commg to any positive conclusion However, 
my mmd, such as it is, on the matter you have thus precipi- 
tately foiced on my consideiation I will explam to you 
frankly and exphcitly, as the happmess of us both reqmres 
I love you, and I should be the most ungrateful and mjudi- 
cious of mortals if I did not But I am not %n love with you , 
that IS to say, my love for you is not a passion which over- 
clouds my judgment and absorbs all my regaids foi myself 
and others It is a simple, honest, serene affection, made 
up of admiration and sympathy, and better peihaps to found 
domestic enjoyment on than any other In shoit, it is a love 
which influences^ does not maTce^ the destmy of a hfe 
Such temperate sentiments lend no false colourmg, no 
* rosy hght ’ to your project I see it such as it is, with all 
the aiguments foi and against it I see that my consent 
undei existmg cucumstances would mdeed secure to me the 
only fellowship and support I have found m the world, and 
perhaps, too, shed some sunshme of joy on your existence, 
which has hitherto been sullen and cheerless , but, on the 
other hand, that it would involve you and myself m number- 
less cares and difficulties, and expose me to petty tribu- 
lations which I want fortitude to despise, and which, not 
despised, would embitter the peace of us both I do not 
wish for fortune more than is sufficient for my wants— my 
natuial wants, and the artificial ones which habit Has ren- 
dered nearly as importunate as the others But I wiU not 
many to live on less , because m that case, eveiy mconve- 
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nience I was subjected to would lemind me of what I had 
quitted, and the idea of a sacrifice should have no place m a 
voluntary union Neither have I any wish foi giandeur , 
the ghttenng baits of titles and honours aie only for childien 
and fools But I conceive it a duty which everyone owes to 
society, not to thiow up that station in it which Providence 
has assigned him, and, having this conviction, I could not 
mairy into a station mfeiioi to my own with the appioval of 
my judgment, which alone could enable me to brave the 
censmes of my acquaintance 

And now let me ask you, have you any certain hvelihood 
to mamtam me m the manner I have been used to live in ? 
any fixed place in the rank of society I have been bom 
and bred m ? No You have projects for attaining both, 
capabihties for attammg both, and much more But as yet 
you have not attained them Use the noble gifts which God 
has given you You have prudence — though, by the way, 
this last proceedmg is no gieat pioof of it Devise then how 
you may gain yourself a moderate but seUled mcome Think 
of some moie proimsmg plan than faiming the most banen 
spot m the county of Dumfiiesshire What a thing that would 
be to be sme ’ You and I keepmg house at Oiaigenputtock I 
I would as soon think of building myself a nest on the Bass 
rook Nothing but your ignoiance of the spot saves you 
fiom the imputation of insamty foi admitting such a thought 
Depend upon it you could not exist theie a twelvemonth 
For my part I could not spend a month at it with an angel 
T h i n k of something else then Apply your industiy to carry 
it mto effect , your talents, to gild over the inequahty of our 
births — ^and then we will talk of maiiying If all this were 
realised, J thirik I should have good sense enough to abate 
something of my romantic ideal, and to content myself with 
stopping short on this side idolatry At all events I will 
marry no one else This is all the promise I can oi will 
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make A positive engagement to marry a certain person at 
a certam tune, at all haps and hazards, I have always con- 
sidered the most ndiculous thing on earth It is either 
altogether useless or altogethei miserable If the parties 
contmue faithfully attached to each other, it is a meie cere- 
mony If otherwise, it becomes a fetter, nvetting them to 
wretchedness, and only to be bioken with disgiace 
Such IS the result of my dehberations on this very 
serious subject You may approve of it or not, but you 
cannot either persuade me or convince me out of it My 
decisions, when I do decide, are unalteiable as the laws of 
the Medes and Persians Wiite mstantly, and teU me that 
you are content to leave the event to tune and destmy, 
and m the meanwhile to contmue my fiiend and guardian, 
which you have so long faithfully been, and nothing more 
It would be moie agreeable to etiquette, and perhaps also 
to prudence, that I should adopt no middle course m an 
affair such as this , that I should not for another mstant 
encourage an affection which I may never lewaid, and a hope 
I may nevei fulfil, but cast youi heart away from me at once, 
smce I cannot embrace the resolution which would give me 
a nght to it for ever This I would assuiedly do if you were 
like the generahty of lovers, or if it were still m my power 
to be happy mdependent of your affection But, as it is, 
neither etiquette nor prudence can obtain this of me If 
theie IS any change to be made in the terms on which 
we have so long hved with one another, it must be made by 
you, not by me 


An ordinary person who had ventured to make such 
a proposal as Miss Welsh had declined, would have been 
supremely foohsh if he had supposed that it could be 
acceded to; or supremely selfish if he had possessed 
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suflacient influence with the lady whom he was address- 
ing to induce her to hsten to it But Carlyle was 
in every way peculiar Selfish he was, if it be selfish- 
ness to be ready to sacrifice every person dependent on 
him, as completely as he sacrificed himself, to the aims 
to which he had resolved to devote his life and talents 
But these objects were of so rare a nature, that the 
person capable of pursuing and attaining them must 
be judged by a standard of his own His rejoinder to 
this letter throws a hght into the inmost constitution 
of his character. He thanked Miss Welsh for her 
candour , he was not offended at her resoluteness , but 
also, he said, he must himself be resolute She showed 
that she did not understand him He was simply con- 
scious that he possessed powers for the use of which he 
was responsible, and he could not afford to allow those 
powers to run to waste any longer. 

To ifw WeUh. 

Pentonville Jan 20, 1825 

It were easy for me to plant myself upon the pmnacle of 
my own pool selfishness, and uttei a number of thin g s pro- 
ceeding from a very vulgai sort of pride It were easy also 
to pour out over the affair a copious effusion of sentimental 
cant But to expiess in sunphcity the convictions of a man 
wishing at least with his whole heart to act as becomes him, 
is not easy Grant me a patient heaimg, for I have thmgs 
to say that requue earnest consideration from us both 

In tl^e^fiist place, however, I must thank you heartily for 
your candour Your lettei bears undoubted evidence within 
itself of bemg a faithful copy of yourfeelmgs at the moment 
it was written , and this to me is an essential pomt Tour 
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resoluteness does not offend me , on the contrary I applaud 
it Woe to us both if we cannot be resolute The miserable 
man is he who halts between two opinions, who would and 
would not , who longs foi the merchandise and will not part 
with the pnce He who has dared to look his destmy, how- 
ever frightful, stedfastly in the face, to measure his strength 
with its difficulties, and once for all to give up what he can- 
not leach, has already ceased to be miserable 
Your lettei is dictated by good sense and smcenty , but 
it shows me that you have only an impeifect view of my 
present purposes and situation , there aie several mistakes 
m it, expressed or imphed It is a mistake to suppose that 
want of self-demal had any material share in causing this 
proposal I hope that I should at aU tunes rather suffer 
pam myself than transfer it to you , but here was a veiy 
diffeient case Foi these many months the voice of eveiy 
peisuasion m my conscience has been thundering to me as 
with the Trump of the Archangel Man ! thou art going to 
destruction Thy nights and days aie spent in torment , 
thy heart is wastmg mto entire bitterness Thou art making 
less of hfe than the dog that sleeps upon thy hearth Up, 
hapless mortal ^ Up and re-build thy destmy if thou canst ^ 
Up m the name of God, that God who sent thee hither for 
other pmposes than to wandei to and fro, bearmg the fire of 
hell m an unguilty bosom, to suffer m vain silence, and to 
die without ever havmg hved ^ How, m exploring the 
chaotic structure of my fortunes, I find my affection for you 
mtertwmed with every part of it , connected with whatever 
IS hohest m my feelings or most imperative m my duties 
It IS necessary foi me to understand completely how this 
matter stands , to mvestigate my own wishes and ^lowers m 
regard to it , to know of you both what you wiU do and what 
you will not do These thmgs once clearly settled, our hue 
of conduct wiU be clear also It was m such a spint that I 
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made this proposal , not, as you suppose, grounded on a 
casual ]est of yours, or taken up m a moment of insane 
selflsliness , but deli^rated with such knowledge as I had 
of it for months, and calmly decided on, as with all its 
stiangeness absolutely the best for both of us Theie was 
nothmg m it of the love and cottage theory, which none but 
very young novel writeis now employ their thoughts about 
Had you accepted it, I should not by any means have thought 
the battle won I should have hailed your assent, and the 
disposition of mind it bespoke, with a deep but serious joy , 
with a solemn hope as indicating the distmct possibility that 
two true hearts might be umted and made happy thiough 
each other , might by their joint unwearied efforts be trans- 
planted from the barren wilderness, where both seemed out 
of place, into scenes of pure and wholesome activity, such as 
nature fitted both of them to enjoy and adorn You have 
rejected it, I think wisely , with your actual purposes and 
views we should both have been doubly wietched had you 
acted otherwise Tom love of me is completely under the 
control of judgment and suboidinated to other principles of 
duty or expediency Tom happiness is not by any means 
inetnevably connected mth mine. Beheve me, I am not 
hurt or angry I meiely wished to know It was only in 
bnef moments of enthusiasm that I ever looked for a diffeient 
result My plan was no wise one if it did not mclude the 
chance of your denial as well as that of your assent 
The maxims you proceed by aie those of common and 
acknowledged prudence , and I do not say that it is not wise 
m you to walk exclusively by them But foi me, my case is 
peculiar , and unless I adopt other than common maxims, I 
look upon my rmn as aheady sme In fact I cannot but 
perceive that the stations fiom which we have looked at life, 
and formed our schemes of it, are in your case and mme 
essentially different You have a nght to anticipate excite- 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH MJSS WELSH *2^3 


menfc and enjoyment The highest blessing I anticipate is 
peace Ton are bound to pay deference to the ciiticisms of 
others, and expect their appiobation, I, to pay compara- 
tively little defeience to their criticisms, and to oveilook 
their contempt This is not strange , but it accounts for the 
wide discrepancy in our principles and intentions and demands 
the senous study of us both 

In your opimon about saciifices,/^® to he suchy I entirely 
agree , but at the same tune need I remind your warm and 
generous heart that the love which will not make sacrifices to 
its object IS no propei love ^ Grounded in admiiation and 
the feeling of enjoyment, it is a fit love for a pictuie or a 
statue or a poem , but for a hving soul it is not fit Alas I 
without deep sacrifices on both sides, the possibihty of our 
umon IS an empty dream It lemains foi us both to deter 
mine what extent of sacrifices it is worth To me, I confess 
the union with such a spirit as yours might be, is worth all 
pnce but the sacrifice of those very principles which would 
enable me to deserve and enjoy it 

Then why not make an effort, attam rank and wealth, and 
confidently ask what is 01 might be so precious to me ^ 
Now, my best fnend, are you suie that you have ever formed 
to yourself a true picture of me and my cncumstances , of a 
man who has spent seven long years in tncessant torture, 
till his heart and head aie alike darkened and blasted, and 
who sees no outlet from this state but in a total alteration of 
the purposes and exertions which brought it on I must not 
and cannot contmue this soit of life , my patience with it is 
utterly gone It were better for me on the soberest calcula- 
tion to be dead than to continue it much longer Even of 
my existmg capabihties I can make no regular or •proper use 
till it IS altered These capabihties, I have long seen with 
regret, are painted in your kind fancy under far too favour- 
able colours I am not without a certain consciousness of 



m 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


the gifts that are m me , but I should mistake their nature 
widely^ if I calculated they would ever guide me to wealth 
and preferment or even certainly to literary fame As yet 
the best of them is very immature , and even if they should 
come forth m full strength, it must be to other and higher 
ends that they are directed How then ? Would I invite a 
geneious spmt out of aflBiuence and respectabihty to share 
with me obscurity and poverty ^ Not so In a few months 
I might be leahsmg fiom literature and other kindred 
exertions the means of keeping poverty at a safe distance 
The elements of real comfoit, which in your vocabulary and 
mme, I think, has much the same meaning, might be at my 
disposal , and farther than this I should think it mjudicious 
to expect that external circumstances could materially assist 
me in the conduct of hfe The rest must depend upon my- 
self and the regulation of my own affections and habits 

Now this is what I would do were it m my power I 
would ask a generous spuit, one whose happiness depended 
on seeing me happy, and whose tempei and purposes were 
of kindled to my own — would ask such a noble being to 
let us umte our lesources — ^not her wealth and lank merely, 
for these were a small and unessential fraction of the prayer, 
but her judgment, hei patience, prudence, her true affection, 
to mme , and let us tiy if by neglectmg what was not im- 
portant, and strivmg with faithful and mseparable hearts 
after what was, we could not rise above the miseiable 
obstructions that beset us both mto regions of serene dignity, 
hving as became us m the sight of God, and all reasonable 
men, happiei than nnlhons of our brethren, and each ac- 
knowledgmg with feivent giatitude that to the other he and 
she ow§d* aU You aie such a generous spint But your 
purposes and feehngs aie not such Perhaps it is happier 
for you that they are not 

This, then, is an outline intended to be true of my un- 
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happy fortunes and strange principles of action Both, I 
fear, are equally repulsive to you, yet the former was meant 
for a faithful picture of what destiny has done to me, and 
the latter are positively the best arms which my resources 
offei me to war with her I have thought of these things 
till my bram was like to crack I do not pretend that my 
conclusions are indubitable, I am stiU open to better hght 
But this at present is the best I have Do you also think of 
all this not in any sjirit of anger, but in the spirit of love 
and noblemmdedness which you have always shown me If 
we must part, let us part m tenderness and go forth upon 
our several paths lost to the future, but in possession of the 
past 

T Oaelylb 

The functions of a biographer are, like the functions 
of a Greek chorus, occasionally at the important moments 
to throw in some moral remarks which seem to fit the 
situation The chorus after such a letter would remark, 
perhaps, on the subtle forms of self-deception to which 
the human heart is hable, on the momentous nature of 
marriage, and how men and women plunge heedlessly 
into the net, thinking only of the satisfaction of their 
own immediate wishes . . Self-sacnfice it might say 
was a noble thing But a sacrifice which one person 
might properly make, the other might have no reason- 
able right to ask or to allow It would conclude, how- 
ever, that the issues of human acts are in the hands of 
the gods, and would hope for the best in fear and 
trembhng Carlyle spoke of self-denial The self-demal 
which he was prepared to make was the devotien of his 
whole hfe to the pursuit and setting forth of spiritual 
truth, throwing aside every meaner ambition But 
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apostles m St Paul’s opinion were better unwedded. 
The cause to which they give themselves leaves them 
httle leisure to care for the things of their wives. To 
his mother Carlyle was so loving, 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Yisit her face too roughly 

This was love mdeed — ^love that is lost m its object, 
and thmks first and only how to guard and foster it 
His wife he would expect to rise to his own level of 
disinterested self-surrender, and be content and happy 
in assisting him in the development of his own destiny 
And this was selfishness — selfishness of a rare and 
elevated kind, but selfishness still ; and it followed him 
throughout his married hfe He awoke only to the con- 
sciousness of what he had been, when the knowledge 
could bring no more than unavaihng remorse He ad- 
mired Miss Welsh , he loved her in a certain sense , but, 
like her, he was not love In a note-book written long 
after I find the following cunous entry in hei hand 

What the greatest philosopher of our day execiates 
loudest in Thackeray’s new novel — ^finds mdeed ‘ altogethei 
false and damnable in it’ — ^is that love is represented as 
spreading itself over our whole existence, and constituting 
the one grand mteiest of it , whereas love — the thing people 
call love — ^is confined to a veiy few yeais of man’s life , to, m 
fact, a quite insignificant fraction of it, and even then is but 
one thing to be attended to among many infinitely moie 
impoitant things Indeed, so far as he (Mi 0 ) has seen 
into it, t£e whole concern of love is such a beggarly futdity, 
that in an heroic age of the woild nobody would be at the 
pams of think of it, much less to open his mouth upon it 
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A person who had known by experience the thing 
called love, would scarcely have addressed such a 
vehemently unfavourable opinion of its nature to the 
woman who had been the object of his affection He 
admired Miss Welsh Her mind and temper suited him. 
He had allowed her image to intertwine itself with all 
his thoughts and emotions , but with love his feehng 
for her had nothing in common but the name. There 
is not a hint anywhere that he had contemplated as a 
remote possibihty the usual consequence of a marriage — 
a family of children He thought of a wife as a com- 
panion to himself who would make life easier and 
brighter to him But this was all, and the images in 
which he dressed out the workings of his mind served 
only to hide their real character from himself 

Miss Welsh’s explanation of the lumts of her regard 
had made so httle impression that she found it neces- 
sary to be stiU more candid. 

You assure me (she rephed m answer to this long letter) 
that you are not hurt or angry Does this imply that there 
is some room for your bemg hurt or angry — ^that I have done 
or said what might have angered another less generous than 
you? I think so Now room foi disappomtment there 
maj/ be, but surely there is none foi mortification 01 offence 
I have refused my immediate assent to youi wishes because 
our mutual happiness seemed to require that I should refuse 
it But for the lest I have not shghted youi wishes , on the 
contrary, I have expressed my wilhngness to fulfil them at 
the expense of everything but what I deem essential to our 
happiness , and, so far from undeivalumg you, I have shown 
you, m declaring that I would many no one else, not only 
that I esteem you above all the men I ha\e evei seen, but 
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also that I am persuaded I should esteem you abore all the 
men I may ever see What, then, have you to be hurt or 
angry at ? 

The maxims I proceed by (you tell me) are those of 
common and acknowledged prudence , and you do not say it 
IS unwise m me to walk by them exclusively The maxims 
I proceed by are the convictions of my own judgment , and 
bemg so it would be unwise in me not to proceed by them 
whether they are right or wrong Yet I am prudent, I fear, 
only because I am not stiongly tempted to be otherwise 
My heait is capable (I feel it is) of a love to which no 
deprivation would be a sacrifice — ^a love which would over- 
leap that reveience for opmion with which education and 
weakness have begirt my sex, would bear down all the 
restramts which duty and ^jpediency might throw m the way, 
and carry every thought of my being impetuously along with 
it But the all-perfect mortal who could inspire me with a 
love so extravagant is nowheie to be found , exists nowheie 
but m the romance of my own imagination Perhaps it is 
better for me as it is A passion like the torrent m the 
violence of its course might perhaps too, hke the torrent, 
leave rum and desolation behmd In the meantime I should 
be mad to act as if from the mfiuence of such a passion while 
my affections are m a state of perfect tranquillity I have 
already explamed to you the nature of my love for you ^ that 
it IS deep and cahn, more hke the quiet iiver which refreshes 
and beautifies where it flows, than the torrent which beais 
down and destroys yet it is materially different from what 
one feels for a statue or a picture 

‘ Then why not attam wealth and lank ? * you say , and it 
is you who have said it, not I Wealth and rank, to be sure, 
have different meanmgs, accordmg to the views of diffeient 
people , and what is bare sufficiency and respectability m the 
vocabulary of a young lady may be called wealth and rank in 
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that of a philosopher But it certainly was not wealth or 
rant accoidmg to my views which I required you to attain 
I merely wish to see you earning a certain kvelihood, and 
exercising the profession of a gentleman For the rest, it is a 
mattei of gieat indifference tome whether you have hundreds 
or thousands a year , whether you are a ‘ Mr ’ or a ‘ Duke ’ 
To me it seems that my wishes in this respect are far fiom 
unreasonable, even when your pecuhar maxims and situation 
are taken mto account 

Nor was it wholly with a view to improvement m your 
external circumstances that I have made their fulfilment a 
condition to out union, but also with a view to some impiove- 
ment m my sentiments towards you which might be brought 
about m the meantime In withholding this matter in my 
former letter I was guilty of a false and ill-timed reserve 
My tenderness for youi feehngs betrayed me into an 
msincenty which is not natural to me I thought that the 
most decided objection to your circumstances would pain you 
less than the least objection to yourself While, in truth, it 
IS m some measure grounded on both I must be smcere, I 
find at whatever cost 

As I have said, then, in requiring you to better your 
fortune, I had some view to an impiovement m my senti- 
ments I am not sme that they are proper sentiments for a 
husband They are piopei for a brothei, a father, a guaidian 
spirit , but a husband, it seems to me, should be dealer still 
At the same time, from the change which my sentiments 
towards you have aheady undeigone dming the period of oui 
acquamtance, I have httle doubt but that in tune I shall be 
perfectly satisfied with them One loves you, as Madame de 
Stael said, in proportion to the ideas and sentiments which 
are m oneself According as my mind enlarges,* and my 
heart improves, I become capable of compiehendmg the 
goodness and greatness which are m you, and my affection 
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for you increases Not many months ago I would have said 
it was tmpoBstUe that I should ever be your wife At piesent 
I oonsidei this the most probable destiny for me, and in a 
year or two perhaps I shall consider it the only one Die 
Z&it ist noch mcht da f 

From what I have said it is plain (to me at least) what 
ought to be the hne of our future conduct Do you what 
you can to better your external oiicumstances , always, how- 
ever, subordinately to youi own pnnciples, which I do not 
ask you to give up , which I should despise you foi giving up 
whether I approved them or no — ^while I, on the other hand 
do what I can, subordinately to nothing, to better myself , 
which I am peisuaded is the suiest way of bringing my 
wishes to accord with yours , and let us leave the rest to fate 

Miss Welsh had been perfectly open , and had she 
ended there, Carlyle — ^if persons in such situations were 
ever as wise as they ought to be — ^would have seen 
from this frank expression of her feelings that a 
marriage with himself was not likely to be a happy 
one for her. He had already dimly perceived that 
the essential condition was absent She did not love 
him as she felt that she could love As little, how- 
ever, could she make up her mind to give him up or 
consent that, as he had said, * they should go forth their 
several ways ’ She refused to believe that he could 
mean it ‘ How could I,’ she said, * part from the only 
living soul that understands me^ I would marry you 
to-morrow rathei, our parting would need to be 
brought about by death or some dispensation of Provi- 
dence. ^Were you to will it, to part would no longer be 
bitter The bitterness would be in thinking you 
unworthy * 
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The serious tone changed, the mockery at the 
Graigenputtock farm project came back, with the 
strong sense playing merrily beneath it. 

Will you be done with this wild scheme of yours ? I tell 
you it \rtl not answer, and you must play Cmcinnatus some- 
where else With all your tolerance of places you would not 
find at Graigenputtock the requisites you lequire The light 
of heaven to be sure is not denied it , but for green grass I 
Beside a few cattle fields theie is nothing except a waste 
prospect of heather and black peat moss Prune and delve 
will you ? In the first place there is nothmg to prune and 
for delvmg, I set too high a value on yom life to let you 
engage m so perilous an enterprise Were you to attempt 
such a thing theie are twenty chances to one that you would 
be swallowed up m the moss, spade and all In short, I 
piesume, whatevei may be your farming talents, you are not 
an accomplished cattle-diover, and nobody but a person of 
this sort could make the rent of the place out of it Weie 
you to engage m the concern, we should all be mined 
together 

Part with Carlyle, however, she would not, unless he 
himself wished it. 

I know not (she says m a foUowmg letter) how your spint 
has gamed such a mastery over mine, m spite of my piide 
and stubbornness But so it is TWgh self-willed as a 
mule with others, I am tractable and submissive towards you 
I heaiken to your voice as to the dictates of a second con- 
science hardly less awful to me than that which naWe has 
implanted m my breast How comes it then that you have 
this power over me ? for it is not the effect of your gemus 
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and virtue merely Sometimes in my senous moods I believe 
it IS a charm with which my good angel has fortified my 
heart against evil 

Thus matters diifted on to their consummation 
The stem and powerful sense of duty in these two 
remarkable persons held them tme through a long and 
trying life together to the course of elevated action 
which they had both set before themselves He never 
swerved from the high aims to which he had resolved 
to devote himself. She, by never faihng toil and 
watchfulness, alone made it possible for him to accom- 
phsh the work which he achieved But we reap as 
we have sown Those who seek for something more 
than happiness m this world must not complain if 
happiness is not their portion She had the compamon- 
ship of an extraordinary man Her character was 
braced by the contact with him, and through the 
mcessant self-denial which the determination that he 
should do his very best inevitably exacted of her But 
she was not happy Long years after, m the late 
evemng of her laborious hfe, she said, ^ I married for 
ambition Carlyle has exceeded ail that my wildest 
hopes ever imagined of him — and I am miserable.’ 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

AD 1825 MT 29 

By the beginning of January the ‘ Life of Schiller ’ was 
finished Carlyle lingered m London for a few weeks 
longer The London pubhshers had their eye on him, 
and made him various offers for fresh translations from 
the German, for a life of Voltaire, for other hterary 
biographies For each or all of these they were ready 
to give him, as they said, fair terms He postponed 
his decision till these terms could be agreed on Mean- 
while he was as usual moody and discontented , in a 
hurry to be gone from London, and its ^ men of letters,’ 
whom he Liked less and less 

To John Carlyle 

London January 22, 1825 

With regard to my own movements after the conclusion of 
this most small of hterary labours, there is yet nothing fixed 
determmately That I shall letum to Scotland pretty soon is, 
I think, the only pomt entnely decided Here is nothing 
adequate to induce my contmuance The people are stupid 
and noisy, and I hve at the easy rate of five and forty 
shillings per week I I say the people are stupid not alto- 
gether unadvisedly In pomt either of mtellectual and moial 
culture they are some degrees below even the inhabitants of 
the ‘ modem Athens ’ * I have met no man of true head and 
heart among them Colendge is a mass of richest spices 
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putrefied into a dunghill I never hear him tawTk without 
feeling ready to worship him, and toss him in a blanket 
Thomas Campbell is an Edinburgh made still 

smaller by growth m a foieign soil Irvmg is enveloped 
with delusions and difficulties, wending somewhat down hill, 
to what depths I know not , and scarcely ever to be seen 
without a host of the most stohd of all his Majesty’s Christian 
people sittmg round him I wonder often that he does not 
buy himself a tar-barrel, and fairly hght it undei the Hatton 
Garden pulpit, and thus once for all ^ fwm giving Ivmn,^ 
bid adieu to the gross tram-oil concern altogether The 

poor bttle I often feel that were I as one of these 

people, sittmg m a whole body by the cheek of my own wife, 
my feet upon my own hearth, I should feel distressed at 
seemg myself so v&ry poor m spint Literary men I The 
Devil m his own good time take all such hteiary men One 
sterlmg fellow like Schiller, or even old Johnson, would take 
half a dozen such creatures by the nape of the neck, between 
his finger and thumb, and carry them forth to the nearest 
common sink Save AUan Cunmngham, an honest Hithsdale 
peasant, there is not one mm among them In short, it 
does not seem worth while to spend five and forty shilhngs 
weekly for the privilege of bemg neai such pen-men 


To hve m London and become enrolled in the un- 
illustnous fellowship, Carlyle felt to be once for alj 
impossible. But what was to be the alternative ^ Miss 
Welsh had condemned the farming project; but the 
opimon at Mainhillwas not so unfavourable If a good 
farm could be found, his brother Alexander was ready to 
undertake to set it going His mother or a sister would 
manage the house and dairy To his father, who was 
experienced in such matters, that "Tom should take to 
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them as he had done appeared neither wild nor un- 
feasible He might, indeed, go back to Edinburgh and 
take pupils again Mr BuUer was prepared to send 
his son Arthur to him, and go on with the 2001 a-year 
One of the Stracheys might come, and there were hopes 
of others , but Carlyle hated the drudgery of teaching, 
and was longing for fresh air and freedom. 

He had sent ‘ SchiUer ’ to his mother. 


The pomt next to be considered (he wrote to her) is what 
shall be done with the author of this mighty woik ? He is 
a deservmg youth, with a clear conscience, but a bad bad 
stomach "V^at shall be done with him ? After much con- 
sideration, I had resolved m the first instance to come home 
Irvmg wants a week of talk with me before I go By the 
time that is done I shall have settled my affairs here, taken 
leave of the good people, and be about ready to take flight 
I am not commg by sea, so take no thought of it My last 
voyage satisfied me with sailing , with legard to my sub- 
sequent proceedings there must be some consideration, but 
not an hour of loitermg I have set out before my mind 
distmctly what I want and this, as Goethe says, is half the 
game I will recover my healthy though aU the books m the 
umveise should go to smoke m the piocess I will be a 
whole man , no longer a piping, pmmg wietch, though I 
should knap stones by the wayside for a hvmg I had some 
thoughts of settmg up house at Edinburgh, and taking two 
or three pupils whose education I might supermtend at 
college But I already peiceive this pioject will not smt m> 
chief purpose , I recui to the old plan of farming and hvmg 
m the country This I really think might be made to do 
What might hinder -^hck and me to take a farm and move 
to it with you and some othei of the younkers, furnishing up 

VO?, n 20 
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an apartment m the house for my wntmg opeiatidns, and 
gomg on m om several vocations with all imagmable energy ? 
You must take counsel with the whole senate on this mattei 

I must have a house of my own (a bit haddm o’ my am \ 

where I can enjoy quiet and free an, and have liberty to do 
as I list , and I see no scheme so hkely m the actual state of 
matters as this TeU Ahck to look about him on all sides 
for such a thmg , a farm with a comfortable house to live in, 
and at a rent which we can fiont I shall have 200? m my 
pocket when I letum, notwithstandmg the horrible ex- 
pensiveness of this place, and that, with what we have 
already, ought to put us on some sort of footmg Were we 
once begun I coid write at a modeiate rate without m- 
jumng myself, and make a handsome enough thing of it 
within the year And for my health, with ndmg, gardenmg, 
and so forth, it would to a certamty improve Could I hve 
without takmg dings forthiee months, I should even now be 
perfectly well But dienchmg oneself with castor oil and 
other abommations, how can one be otherwise than weak and 
feckless ? I must and will come out of this despicable state , 
nor on the whole have I any gieat doubts about succeedmg 
Often of late I have even begun to look upon my long dismal 
seven years of pam as a soit of blessing m disgmse It has 
kept me clear of many temptations to degrade myself , and 
really when I look back on my foimer state of mmd, I 
scarcely see how, except by sickness or some most gimding 
calamity, I could have been dehvered out of it mto the state 
proper for a man m this world Truly, as you say, the ways 
of that Bemg who guides our destmy are wonderful, and past 
findmg out Let us trust that for all of us this will prove 
the best,^ . 

The start of Schiller m the trade was less favourable 
than had been looked for and the offers from the 
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booksellers for fature work, when they came to be 
specified, were not satisfactory Carlyle in consequence 
formed an lU opinion of these poor gentlemen. 

The booksellers of the universe (he said) aie bipeds of 
an erect form and speak articulately , therefore they deseive 
the name of men, and fiom me at least shall always get it 
But for the rest, their thoughts aie redolent of ‘sohd 
pudding ’ They are as the pack-horses of literature , which 
the author should direct with a halter and a goad, and 
remunerate with clover and spht beans Woe to him if the 
process is reversed , if he, with a noose about his neck, is 
tied to their unsightly tad, and made to plash and spiawl 
along with them through eveiy stank to which their love of 
provant leads them Better it were to be a downright haiiy 
cuddy, and crop thistles and gorse on any of the commons 
of this isle 

He was more successful in making an arrangement 
with the publishers of * Wilhelm Meister* for further 
translations It was arranged that he should furnish 
them with selections from Goethe, Tieck, Hoffmann, 
Jean Paul, and several others, enough to form the con- 
siderable book, which appeared in the following year, 
as specimens of German romance With this work 
definitely in prospect, which he felt that he could 
execute with ease as a mechamcal task, Carlyle left 
London at the beginning of March, and left it with dry 
eyes He regretted nothing m it but Irving, and 
Irving having taken now to interpretation of prophecy, 
and falhng daily mto yet wilder speculatidns, was 
almost lost to him Their roads had long been diver- 
gent — ^Irvmg straying mto the land of dreanA Carlyle 
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into the hard region of unattractive truth, which as 
yet presented itself to him in its sternest form The 
distance was becoming too wide for intimacy, although 
their affection for each other, fed on recollections of 
what had been, never failed either of them Carlyle 
went down to Scotland, staying a day or two at Bir- 
mingham, and another at Manchester to see an old 
schoolfellow. When the coach brought him to Eccle- 
fechan he found waiting for him his little sister Jane, 
the poetess, who had been daily watching for his 
arrival. * Her bonny little blush,* he wrote long after, 
* and radiancy of look when I let down the window and 
suddenly disclosed myself, are still present to me.* 

Bhs relation with his family was always beautiful. 
They had been busy for him in his absence, and had 
already secured what he was longing after. Two miles 
from Mainhill, on the brow of a hill, on the right as 
you look towards the Solway, stands an old ruined 
building with uncertain traditions attached to it, 
called the Tower of Eepentance Some singular story 
lies hidden in the name, but authentic lecord there is 
none The Tower only remains visible far away from 
the high slopes which rise above Ecclefechan Below 
the Tower is the farm-house of Hoddam Hill, with a 
few acres of tolerable land attached to it The pro- 
prietor, General Sharpe, was the landlord of whom the 
Carlyles held MainhiH It had been occupied by 
General Sharpe’s factor; but the factor wishing to 
leave, they had taken it at the moderate rent of lOOZ 
a year for ‘ Tom,’ and Ahck was already busy putting in 
the crops, and the mother and sifters preparing the 
house to receive him. They would have made a home 
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for him among themselves, and aU from eldest to 
youngest would have done everything that affection 
could prompt to make him happy. But the nanow 
space, the early hours, the noises insepaiable from the 
active work of a busy household, above all, the neces- 
sity of accommodating himself to the habits of a large 
family, were among the evils which he reckoned that 
he must avoid He required a home of his own where 
he could be master of everything about him, and sit or 
move, sleep or rise, eat or fast, as he pleased, with no 
established order of things to interfere with him 
Thus Hoddam Hill was taken for him, and there he 
piepared to settle himself 

This morning (he wiote to Miss Welsh from Mainhill on 
March 23) they woke me with a tumult of loadmg carts 
with apparatus foi Hoddam, a farm of which I, or brother 
Ahck foi me, am actually tenant Think of this and leve- 
rence my mvoir faire I have been to see the place, and I 
like it well so far as I am mterested m it Theie is a good 
house wheie I may establish myself m comfortable quarters 
The views fiom it are supeib Theie are hard smooth loads 
to gallop on towaids any pomt of the compass, and ample 
space to dig and prune undei the puie canopy of a wholesome 
sky The ancient Towei of Eepentance stands on a comei 
of the faim, a fit memoiial foi leflectmg sinners My mother 
and two httle sisters go with us at Whitsunday — ^we expect 
them to manage well Here, then, will I establish my home 
till I have conquered the fiend that harasses me, and after- 
wards my place of retreat till some moie suitable, one shall 
come within my reach. 


Miss Welsh had promised that as soon as he was 
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settled she would pay him and his mother a visit at 
Hoddam, that she might become acquainted with her 
future relations, and see with her eyes the kind of 
home which he was inviting her to share with Iiityi 
His own imagination had made it into fairyland, 

I will show you (he wrote) Kirkconnell churchyard and 
Fair Helen’s grave I will take you to the top of Burnswaik 
and wander with you up and down the woods and lanes and 
moors Earth, sea, and air are open to us here as well as any- 
where The water of Milk ^ was flowmg through its simple 
valley as early as the brook Siloa, and poor Repentance Hill is 
as old as Caucasus itself Theie is a majesty and mystery m 
nature, take her as you will The essence of all poetry 
comes breathmg to a mind that feels from every province of 
her empire Is she not immovable, eternal and immense m 
Annandale as she is m Ohamouni ? The chambers of the 
East are opened in every land, and the sun comes forth to 
sow the earth with orient peail Night, the ancient mother, 
follows him with hei diadem of stars , and Arctuius and 
Onon call me mto the Infimtudes of space as they called the 
Druid priest or the shepherd of Chaldea Blight creatures ^ 
how they gleam like spirits through the shadows of innumei- 
able ages from then thrones m the boundless depths of 
heaven. 


Who ever gazed upon them shining, 

And turned to earth mthout repining, 

Nor wished for wings to fly away 
To mix with their ethereal ray 

The calm grace and even lovehness of this passage goes 
further than all his arguments to justify Carlyle’s 

r» 

’ One of the small tributaries of the Annan 
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longing for a country home among his own people It 
was already teUing on the inmost fibres of his nature, 
and soothing into sleep the unquiet spirits that tor- 
mented him 

I avoid as far as possible quoting passages from the 
^Eeminiscences,* preferring the contemporary record of 
his letters which were written at the time , and because 
what is already there related does not need repeating 
But in this year, when he was living among his own 
people, the letters are wanting, and one brief extract 
summing up the effects and experiences of the life at 
Hoddam may here be permitted, 

Hoddam Hill was a neat compact httle farm, rent 100^ , 
which my father had leased for me, on which was a prettyish 
httle cottage for dwellmg house , and from the wmdow such 
a view (fifty nules m ladius from beyond Tyndale to be- 
yond St Bees, Solway Firth and all the fells to Ingleborough 
molusive) as Britain or the world could hardly have matched 
Here the ploughing, &o , was already m progress which I 
often rode across to see Here I established myself set up 
my books and bits of implements, and took to domg German 
romance as my daily work — ^ten pages daily my stmt, which 
I faithfully accomplish, bamng some laie accidents Bi othei 
Ahck was my practical farmer , my ever kmd and beloved 
mother with one of the httle guls was generally there 
Brother John too, oftenest, who had just taken his degiee — 
these with a httle man and ditto maid were our establish- 
ment • . This year has a rustic digmty and beauty to me, 
and hes now hke a not ignoble russet-coated idyh m my 
memory , one of the qmetest on the whole, and, peihaps, 


> May 26, 1825 
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the most triumphantly important of my life I lived very 
silent, diligent, had long solitary rides on my wild lush hoise 
Larry, good foi the dietetic pait My meditatmgs, musmgs, 
and reflections were continual , my thoughts went wandei- 
mg or tiavelling through eternity, through time and space so 
far as poor I had scanned or known, and were now to my 
infinite solacement coming back with tidings to me This 
year I found that I had conquered all my scepticisms, 
agonismg douhtmgs, fearful wresthngs with the foul, vde and 
soul-murdermg mud-gods of my epoch , had escaped as fiom 
a worse than Tartarus, with all its Phlegethons and Stygian 
quagnmes, and was emeigmg free m spirit mto the eternal 
blue of ethei, wheie, blessed be Heaven, I have, for the 
spuitual part, evei smce hved, lookmg down upon the 
welteimgs of my poor fellow creatures in such multitudes 
and millions still stuck in that fatal element, and have had 
no concern whatever in then Puseyisms, iituahsms, meta- 
physical contioveisies and cobwebbeiies, and no feehng of 
my own except honest silent pity foi the serious or lehgious 
part of them, and occasional mdignation for the pool world’s 
sake at the frivolous, seculai, and impious pait with then 
universal suffrages, their mggei emancipations, sluggaid and 
scoundrel piotection societies, and unexampled prosperities 
foi the time bemg What my pious joy and gratitude then 
was, let the pious soul figure In a fine and veritable sense, 
I, poor, obscure, without outlook, almost without worldly 
hope had become independent of the world What was death 
itself from the world to what I come through ? I under- 
stood well what the old Ohristian people meant by conversion 
— by God’s mfimte mercy to them I had in effect gamed 
an nnmense victory, and for a number of years, m spite of 
nerves and chagrins, had a constant inward happiness that 
was quite royal and supreme, m which ^ temporal evil was 
transient and msignificant, and which essentially remaina 
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With me still, though far oftener echpsed, and lying deeper 
down than then Once more, thank Heaven foi its highest 
gift I then felt, and still feel, endlessly mdebted to Goethe 
in the busmess He m his fashion, I peiceived, had tiavelled 
the steep rocky load before me — ^the j&rst of the modems 
Bodily health itseK seemed improvmg Bodily health was 
all I had really lost m the giand spiritual battle now gained , 
and that too I may have hoped would gradually letum 
altogethei — ^which it never did, and was far enough from 
domg Meanwhile my thoughts weie very peaceable, full of 
pity and humanity as they had never been befoie Nowhere 
can I recollect of myself such pious musmgs, communings 
pilent and spontaneous with fact and natuie, as m those poor 
Annandale locahties The sound of the Imk-beU once 01 
twice on Sunday mornings (fiom Hoddam kirk, about a 
mile on the plams below me) was stiangely touching, like the 
depaiting voice of eighteen bundled years ^ 

The industry which Carlyle describes did not show 
Itself immediately on his settlement at Hoddam The 
excitement of the winter months had left him ex- 
hausted, and for the first few weeks at least he was 
recovering himself in an idleness which showed itself 
in the improvement of his humour. In June he wrote 
to Miss Welsh — 

I am giadually and steadily gathering health, and foi my 
occupations they amount to zeio It is many a weary yeai 
since I have been so idle or so happy I read Richter and 
Jacobi , I nde and hoe cabbages, and, hke Basil Montagu, 
am * a lover of all quiet thmgs ’ Sometimes somethmg m 
the shape of conscience says to me, ‘ You will please to 


* JRm%msc&nceSf vol 1 p 286 et seq 
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observe, Mr Gummas, that tune is flying fast away, and you 
are poor and ignoiant and unknown, and verging towards 
nine and twenty ^ What is to become of you m the long 
run, Mr Tummas ? Are you not partly of opinion that 
you are an ass ? The world is running past you You aie 
out of the battle altogethei, my pretty sir no promotion, 
knowledge, money, gloiy I ’ To which I answer, ‘ And what 
the devil is the matter ? What have knowledge, money, 
glory, done for me hitheito ? Time, you say, is flymg Let 
it fly , twice as fast if it likes ’ I hope this humour will not 
be my final one It is rather a holy time — ^a which 

exhausted nature has conquered foi herself from all the fiends 
that assaulted and beset her As strength returns, the 
battle will agam commence , yet never I trust with such 
fateful eagerness as of old I see the arena of my hfe lymg 
lound me desolate and quiet as the ashes of Mount ^tna 
Flowers and verdure will agam sprmg over its surface But 
I know that fire is stiH beneath it, and that it, or I, have no 
foundation or endurance Oh human life I Oh soul of 
manl But my paper is concluded 

Carlyle could not long be idle The weariness 
passed off He took up his translating work, and went 
on with it as he has related An accident meanwhile 
precipitated the relations between himself and Miss 
Welsh, which had seemed hkely to be long protracted, 
and, after threatening to separate them for ever, threw 
them more completely one upon the other. 

When Irving first settled m London he had opened 
the secrets of his heart to a certain lady with whom he 
was very intimately acquainted He had told her of 


‘ Thirty— he was bom December 4, 1795, 
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his love for his old pupil, and she had drawn from him 
that the love had been returned She had seen Irving 
sacrifice himself to ^duty, and she had heard that his 
resolution had been sustained by the person to whom 
the surrender of their mutual hopes had been as bitter 
as to himself. The lady was romantic, and had become 
profoundly interested Flowing over with sympathy, 
she had herself commenced a correspondence with 
Haddington, To Carlyle she wrote occasionally, because 
she really admired him To Miss Welsh she introduced 
herself as one who was eager for her confidence, who 
was prepared to love her for the many excellences 
which she knew her to possess, and to administer balm 
to the wounds of her heart 

Miss Welsh did not respond very cordially to this 
effusive invitation It was mother habit to seek for 
sympathy from strangers ; but she rephed m a letter 
which her new friend found extremely beautiful, and 
which stirred her interest stiH deeper. The lady 
imagined that her young correspondent was still pining 
m secret for her lost lover, and she was tempted to 
approach closer to the subject which had aroused her 
sympathies She thought it would be well slightly to 
disparage Irving She painted him as a person whose 
mconstancy did not deserve a prolonged and hopeless 
affection She too had sought to find in him the 
dearest of friends , but he had other mterests and other 
ambitions, and any woman who concentrated her heart 
upon him would be disappointed m the return which 
she might meet with. 

The lady’s motive igras admirable. She thought that 
she could assist m reconcihng Miss Welsh to her dis- 
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appointment. In perfect innocence she vmote con- 
fidentially to Carlyle on the same subject She 
regarded him simply as the intimate friend both of 
Miss Welsh and Irving She assumed that he was 
acquainted with their secret history. She spoke of the 
affection which had existed between them as still 
unextinguished on either side For the sake of both 
of them she wished that something might be done to 
put an end to idle regrets and vain imaginings 
Nothing she thought could contribute more to (hs- 
enchant Miss Welsh than a visit to herself in London, 
where she could see Irving as he was in his present 
surroundings ^ 

Miss Welsh had for two years never mentioned 
Irving to Carlyle except bitterly and contemptuously , 
so bitterly indeed that he had often been obliged to 
remonstrate Had he been less singleminded, a tone 
so marked and acid might have roused his suspicions 
But that Irving and she had been more than friends, 
if he had ever heard a hint of it, had passed out of 
his mind Even the lady’s letter failed to startle him 
He mentioned merely, when he next wrote to hei, that 
the writer laboured under some strange delusion about 
her secret history, and had told him in a letter full of 
eloquence that her heart was with Irving in London 

Miss Welsh felt that she must at least satisfy her 
ecstatic acquaintance that she was not pining for 

* Ko part of this language is the lady’s own. The substance of her 
letters was repeated in the correspondence which followed between 
Carlyle ahd Miss Welsh I have alluded to the sub3ect only because 
Mrs Carlyle said afterwards that but for the unconscious action of a 
comparative stranger her engagement witu Carlyle would probably 
never have been carried out 
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another woman’s husband She was even more explicit 
She had made up her mmd to marry Carlyle She told 
her intrusive correspondent so in plain words, desinng 
her only to keep her secret The lady was thunder- 
struck In ordinary life she was high-flown, and by 
those who did not know her might have been thought 
affected and unreal , but on occasions really serious she 
could feel and write like a wise woman. She knew 
that Miss Welsh could not love Carlyle The motive 
could only be a generous hope of making life dearer, 
and want of health more endurable, to an honest and 
excellent man, while she might be seeking blindly to 
flu a void which was aching m her own heart She 
required Miss Welsh, she most solemnly adjured her, 
to examine herself, and not allow one who had known 
much disappointment and many sorrows to discover by 
a comparison of his own feelings with hers that she had 
come to him with half a heart, and had mistaken 
compassion and the self-satisfaction of a generous act 
for a sentiment which could alone sustain her m a 
struggle through hfe Supposing accident should set 
Irving free, supposing his love to have been mde- 
stmctible and to have been surrendered only m 
obedience to duty, and supposing him, not knowing of 
this new engagement, to come back and claim the 
heart from which an adverse fate had separated him, 
what in such a case would her feehng be? If she 
could honestly say that she would still prefer Carlyle, 
then let her marry him, and the sooner the better. If, 
on the other hand, she was obliged to confess to herself 
that she could stiU fipid happiness where she had hoped 
to find it, Irvmg might still be lost to her . but in such 
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a condition of mind slie had no right to marry anyone 
else. 

With charactenstic integrity Miss Welsh, on receiv- 
ing this letter, instantly enclosed it to Carlyle. She 
had been under no obligation, at least until their 
marriage had been defimtively determined on, to inform 
him of the extent of her attachment to Irving But 
sincere as she was to a fault in the ordinary occasions 
ol Me, she had in this matter not only kept back the 
truth, but had purposely misled Carlyle as to the nature 
of her feehngs She felt that she must make a foil 
confession She had deceived him — ^wilfuUj deceived 
him She had even told him that she had never cared 
for Irving *It was false,’ she said. She had loved 
him — once passionately loved him For this she might 
be forgiven * If she had shown weakness in loving a 
man whom she knew to be engaged to another, she had 
made amends in persuading him to marry the other, 
and save his honour from reproach.’ But she had 
disguised her real feelings, and for this she had no 
excuse She who had felt herself Carlyle’s superior in 
their late controversy, and had been able to rebuke him 
for selfishness, felt herself degraded and humbled in 
his eyes. If he chose to cast her off, she said that 
she could not say he was unjust, but her pnde was 
broken , and very naturally, very touchingly, she added 
that he had never been so dear to her as at that 
moment when she was m danger of losing his affection 
and, what was stiU more precious to her, his respect 
If Carlyle had been made of common stuff, so unex- 
pected a revelation might have tried his vanity The 
actual effect was to awaken in him a sense of his own 
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unwortlimess He perceived that Miss* Welsh was 
probably accepting him only ont of the motives which 
her London correspondent suggested His infirmities, 
mental and bodily, might make him an unfit companion 
for her or indeed for any woman It would be better 
for her once for all to give him up He knew, he said, 
that he could never make hei happy They might 
suffer at parting, but they would have obeyed their 
reason, and time would deaden the pain. Ho affection 
was unalterable or eternal Men themselves, with all 
their passions, sank to dust and were consumed He 
must imitate her sincerity He said (and he spoke with 
perfect truth) that there was a strange dark humour in 
him over which he had no control If she thought 
they were ^ blue devils, weak querulous waihngs of a 
mind distempered,’ she would only show that she did 
not understand him In a country town she had seen 
nothing of hfe, and had grasped at the shadows that 
passed by her First, the rude, smoky fire of Edward 
Irving seemed to her a star from heaven; next, the 
quivering %g7m fatuua of the soul that dwelt in him- 
self. The world had a thousand noble hearts that she 
did not dream of What was he, and what was his 
father’s house, that she should sacrifice herself for 
him ? 

It was not in nature — it was not at least in Miss 
Welsh’s nature — that at such a time and under such 
circumstances she should reconsider her resolution. 
She was staying with her grandfather at Templand 
when these letters were interchanged. She^ deter- 
mined to use the opportunity to pay the Carlyles her 
promised visit, see hun m his own home and fiis own 
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circle, and tfiere face to face explain all the past and 
form some scheme for the immediate future Like 
the lady in London, she felt that if the marriage was to 
be, or rather since the mamage was to be, the sooner 
it was over now the better for everyone Carlyle was 
to have met her on the road, and was waiting with 
horses; but there had been a mistake. She was 
dropped by the coach the next morning at Kelhead 
Kilns, from which she sent him a httle characteristic 
note# 


To Thomas Oarlyle 

Kelhead Kilns Friday, September S, 1825 
Good mommg, Sir I am not at all to blame for your 
disappomtment last night The fault was partly your own, 
and still more the landlady’s of the Oommeicial Inn, as I 
shall presently demonstrate to you vivS, voce In the mean- 
time I have billeted myself in a snug httle house by the 
wayside, where I purpose remaining with all imaginable 
patience till you can make it convenient to come and fetch 
me, being afiaid to proceed directly to Hoddam Hill m case 
so sudden an apparition should thiow the whole family mto 
hysteiics If the pony has any piior engagement, never 
mind I can make a shift to walk two miles in pleasant 
company Any way, pray make all possible despatch, in 
case the owner of these premises should think I intend to 
make a legulai settlement in them 

Toms, 

Jaite 

c 

The *'great secret, which had been known from the 
first to Mrs Carlyle and suspecteiby the rest, was now 
the open property of the family, and aU, old and 
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young, with mixed feelings of delight* and anxiety, 
were looking forward to the appearance of the lady who 
was soon to belong to them 

She stayed with us above a week (Carlyle wntes), happy, 
as was veiy evident, and making happy Hei denieanoiu 
among us I could define as unsurpassable, spontaneously 
perfect From the fiist moment aU embairassment, even 
my mother’s, as tremulous and anxious as she naturally was, 
fled away without letum Eveiybody felt the all-peivading 
simple grace, the perfect tiuth and peifeot tiustfulness of 
that beautiful, cheerful, mtelhgent, and spiightly cieatuie, 
and everybody was put at his ease The questionable visit 
was a clear success She and I went ridmg about, the 
weather dry and grey, nothmg ever going wiong with us , my 
guidance taken as beyond criticism , she ready foi any pace, 
rapid 01 slow, melodious talk nevei wanting Of couise she 
went to Mainhill, and made complete acquaintance with my 
father (whom she much esteemed and even admued, now 
and henceforth — a reciprocal feelmg, stiange enough), and 
with my two eldei sisters, Maigaiet and Maiy, who now 
officially kept house with my fathei them On the whole, 
she came to know us all, saw face to face us and the lugged 
peasant element and way of life we had , and was aot afiaid 
of it, but recognised, like hei noble self, what of mtimsio 
worth it might have, what of leal human dignity She 
charmed all hearts, and was herself visibly glad and happy, 
light loath to end these halcyon days, eight 01 perhaps nine 
the utmost appointed sum of them 

Two httle anecdotes she used to tell of tins visit, 
showing that under peasants’ di esses there was m the 
Carlyles the essentisS sense of dehcate high breeding 

VOL I. 
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Slie was to use the girls’ room at MamhiU while there , 
and it was rude enough in its equipments as they 
lived m it Margaret Carlyle, doing her httle best, 
had spread on the deal table for a cover a precious 
new shawl which some friend had given her More 
remarkable was her reception by the father When 
she appeared he was m his rough dress, called in from 
his faim work on the occasion The rest of the family 
kissed her The old man to her surprise drew back, 
and soon left the room In a few minutes he came 
back agam, fresh shaved and washed, and in his Sunday 
clothes Now, he said, if Miss W'elsh allows it, I am in 
a condition to kiss her too When she left Hoddam, 
Carlyle attended her back to Dumfries 

As I rode with her (he says) she did not attempt to con- 
ceal hei sorrow, and mdeed our prospect ahead was cloudy 
enough I could only say ‘ Esp6rons, esp^rons ’ To her the 
Haddington element had grown dieaiy and unfruitful , no 
geniahty of life possible there, and I doubt not many paltry 
frets and contradictions We left our horses at the Com- 
mercial Inn , I walked with hei, not m gay mood either, to 
her grandmother’s threshold, and there had to say farewell 
In my whole life I can recollect no week so like a sabbath 
as that had been to me — clear, peaceful, mournfully beautiful, 
and as if sacred 

A few days after she was gone Carlyle wrote the 
following entry in his most intermittent journal — 

Hoddam HUl^ S^tmler 21, 1825— A Jmtm valde 
dejlendm Smce the last hue was TOtten, what a wander- 
mg to and fro I how manv sad vicissitudes of despicable 



CARLYLE ON HIMSELF 


323 


snfiFenng and inaction have I undergone ! This httle book 
and the desk that carries it have passed a summer and 
wmter m London smce I last opened it , and I, their foolish 
ownei, have loamed about the biick-built Babylon, the sooty 
Brummagem, and Pans, the Yanity Vair of oui modem 
woild My mood of mind is changed Is it improved? 
Wetss nicM This stagnation is not peace , or is it the 
peace of Galgacus’s Eomans ‘TJbi sohtudinem faciunt, 
pacem appellant’ How difficult it is to free one’s mmd 
from cant I How very seldom are the principles we act on 
clear to our own leason ^ Of the great nostrums, ‘ foiget- 
fulness of self ’ and ^ huinbhng of vanity,’ it were bettei 
therefore to say nothing In my speech concerning them I 
overchaige the unpiession they have made on me, for my 
conscience, like my sense of pam and pleasure, has grown 
dull, and I secretly desire to compensate for laxity of feel- 
ing ly intenseness of describing How much of these great 
nostrums is the product of necessity ? Am I hke a sorry 
hack, content to feed on heather while nch clovei seems to 
he around it at a httle distance, because in stragghng to 
break the tether it has almost hanged itself ^ Oh that I 
could go out of the body to philosophise I that I could ever 
feel as of old the glory and magnificence of tilings, till my 
own httle Me {mem Tdemes Ich) was swallowed up and lost 
m them (Partly cant 0 But I cannot, I cannot Shall I 
ever more ^ Gott we^ss At piesent I am but an abgermenes 
Qliedy a hmb torn oft fiom the family of man, excluded from 
actmg, with pam for my compamon, and hope, that comes to 
all, raiely visitmg me, and, what is stiangei, rarely desired 
with vehemence Unhappy man, m whom the body has 
gamed the mastery over the soul I Inverse sensualist, not 
drawn mto the rank of beasts by pleasure, but driven mto it 
by pam I Hush I hush I Perhaps this is the truce which 
weary nature has conquered for herself to re-collect her scat-* 

ft 
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tered strength Perhaps, hke an eagle (or a goose) she will 
^ renew her mighty youth’ and fly against the sun , or at 
least fish haddocks with equanimity, like other buds of 
similar feather, and no more lie among the pots, winged, 
maimed, and plucked, domg nothing but chirp like a chicken 
m the croup for the livelong day ‘ Jook and let the jaw gae 
by,’ my pietty sir When this sobtude becomes intolerable 
to you it will be tune enough to quit it for the dreary blank 
which society and the bitteiest activity have hitherto afforded 
you You deserve consideiable pity, Mr 0 , and likewise 
considerable contempt Heaven be your comfoiter, my 
worthy sir ! You are m a promising condition at this pre- 
sent sinking to the bottom, yet laid down to sleep , destruc- 
tion biandishmg his swoid above you, and you quietly 
desiimg him to take your hfe but spaie youi rest Qott Mj 
Ihnm ' Now foi Tieck and his Eunenberg But first one 
whiff of generous naicotic ‘ How gladly we love to wander 
on the plam with the summit m our eye I ’ Ach Du meine 
Einzige die Du m%ch lulst und D%Ch an mich anBchmiegst^ 
warum Un ich Dvr wie em gelrochmes Rohr ' Sollst Du 
niemals gluclclich w&rden ^ Wo list Du hmte Naoht ? 
Mogm Friede und Lwbe und Eoffnung dome Oefahrten 
seyn ! LeV wohl. 
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CHAPTER XYIIL 
A.D 1825 MU 30 

Miss Welsh had now seen with her own eyes the 
realities of life in a small Scotch farm, and was no 
longer a&aid of it She doubtless distrusted as much 
as ever Carlyle’s fitness in his own person for agricul- 
tural enterprises But if his brother would take the 
work off his hands he could himself follow his own more 
proper occupations She had recognised the sterling 
worth of his peasant family, and for her own part she 
was wilhng to share their method of existence, sharply 
contrasted as it was with the elegance and relative 
luxury of her home at Haddington It was far other- 
wise with her mother Mrs Welsh’s romantic days 
were not over They were never over to the end of her 
hfe , but she had no romance about Carlyle She knew 
better than her daughter how great the sacrifice would 
be, and the experience of fifty years had taught her 
that resolutions adopted in enthusiasm are often re- 
pented of when excitement has been succeeded by the 
wearing duties of hard every-day routine She was a 
cultivated, proud, beautiful woman, who had mled as 
queen in the society of a Scotch provincial town Many 
suitors had presented themselves for her daughter’s 
hand, unexceptionable in person, in fortune, in social 
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standing Miss Welsh’s personal attractions, her talents, 
the fair if model ate fortune which, though foi the present 
she had surrendered it, must be eventually her own, 
would have entitled her to choose among the most 
eligible matches in East Lothian It was natural, it 
was inevitable, independent of selfish considerations, 
that a mother could not look without a shudder on this 
purposed marriage with the son of a pooi Dumfriesshire 
farmer, who had no visible prospects and no profession, 
and whose abilities, however great they might be, 
seemed only to unfit him for any usual or profitable 
pursmt Added to this, Carlyle himself had not attracted 
her She was accustomed to rule, and Carlyle would 
not be ruled She had obstinate humours, and Carlyle, 
who never checked his own irntabihties, was impatient 
and sarcastic when others ventured to be unreasonable 
She had observed and justly dreaded the violence of his 
temper, which when he was pi evoked or thwarted would 
boil hke a geyser He might repent afterwards of these 
ebullitions, he usually did repent But repentance 
could not take away the sting of the passionate ex- 
pressions, which fastened in the memory by the meta- 
phors with which they were barbed, especially as there 
was no amendment, and the offence was repeated on 
the next temptation It will easily be conceived, 
therefore, that the meeting between mother and 
daughter after the Hoddam visit, and Miss Welsh’s an- 
nouncement of her final resolution, was extremely 
painful^ Miss Welsh wrote to Carlyle an account of 
what had passed His letter in reply bears the same 
emblem of the burning candle, with the motto, ^Terar 
dum proaimi which he had before sketched m his 
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journal He was fond of a design which represented 
human hfe to him under its sternest aspect.^ 

To M%88 Welsh 

Hoddam Hill November 4, 1825 

. • . Let us be patient and resolute, and trast m our- 
selves and each other I mamtain that the weal of every 
human bemg, not perhaps his enjoyment or his sufPenng, 
but his true and highest welfare, hes within himself Oh 
that we had wisdom to put this weighty truth m practice • 
to know our duty — ^foi a duty every hvmg creature has — and 
to do it with our whole heart and our whole soul This is 
the eveilastmg rook of man’s security agamst which no 
tempest or flood shall prevail ‘Sufficiently provided for 
withm,’ the outwaid gifts or amercements of foitune are but 
the soft or the hard materials out of which he is to build his 
fairest work of art, a hfe worthy of himself and the vocation 
wherewith he is called But I am veigmg towards cant, so 
I shall hasten to the nght about 
Tour mother is not wise or just in spoilmg the stmted 
enjoyments of your present way of life by the reflections and 
remonstrances with which she pmsues jou Her views of 
me and my connection with you I cannot justly blame they 
comcide too nearly with my own But what, one might ask 
her, does she mean you to do ? Anything ^ If so, it were 
better that she simply pioposed it, and backed it out by all 
attamable reasons in simplicity and quiet, that if just and 
fit you might go through with it at aU haps and hazards m- 
stantly and completely If, nothing, then silence is the least 
that can be asked of her Speech that leads not to action, 
stdl more that hinders it, is a nuisance on the earth Let m 
remember this, as well as call on others to remember it But, 

1 See p 202 
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aftei all, wheie^is the mighty giief ? Is it rum for you to 
thmk of giving youiself to me, heie as I am, in the naked 
undissembled meanness of my actual state ? Considei this 
with a cold deal eye, not in the pin pie light of Jove, but in 
the shai^) chill light of piudence If youi mind still hav*^ 
any wavering, follow the tiuth feailessly, not heeding me, 
for I am ready with alaciity to foiwaid your anticipated 
happiness in any way Or was this your love of me no 
girlish whim, but the calm, deliberate, self-offeimg of a 
woman to the man whomhei leason andhei heart had made 
choice of ? Then is it a ciime in you to love me, whose you 
are m the sight of God and man ? 

The story of my temper is not woith much I actually 
do not think myself an ill-natured man, nor even, all things 
considered, very ill-tempeied I Eeally it is weaiisome to 
think of these thmgs What counsel to give you I know 
not Submission has its limits When not based on con- 
viction it degenerates into hypocrisy, and encourages demands 
which peihaps ought to be resisted But in asserting youi 
rights be meek and reasonable What is this caprice and 
sullenness m youi mother but unhappiness in herself — an 
effort to mcrease her own scanty stock of satisfaction at youi 
expense , oi rather to shift a portion of her own suffermg 
upon you ? She cannot cease to love you, and this is saying 
much For me I beg you to take no thought Hei anger 
at me, hei aversion to me, shall never be lemembeied 
against her She thinks of me in the main, to the full as 
highly as she ought , and these gusts of unreasonable caprice 
should be met by inci eased equabihty, and steady foigivmg 
self-possession, as angry gusts of wind are rendered harmless 
not by other conflicting gusts, but by a sohd wall of stone 
and mortar 

While on the Haddington side^ the contemplated 
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alliance was so distasteful, two letters from Miss 
Welsh, one to Carlyle’s mother, the other to his httle 
sister Jane, show how playfully and prettily she had 
thrown herself into the ways of the MamhiU house- 
hold, and adopted their expressions With Jane she 
had assumed the privilege of an elder sister, and 
charged herself with the direction of her education 
Carlyle has written a short preface to each 

To Mt 8 . Oarlyle^ Hoddam H%U. 

[There are snatches of cotene speech in this letter, two 
quite of new date, brought fiom Hoddam HiU, which I must 
explam 

‘Broad Atlantic of his countenance’ was a phrase I had 
noticed in some stupidly adding ‘ Life of Pox,’ and been in 
use to apply to my biothei John, whose face also was broad 
enough (and full of honesty and good humour, poor fellow I) 
Piom h i m also comes the other phrase, ‘ mixture of good 
and evd ’ He was wont m his babbly way, while at break- 
fast with mother and me, to remark when the least thing 
was complamed of or went wrong, ‘ Hothing but evil m the 
world, mother ^ ’ till one day mother took him sharply up on 
theological grounds Ever onward from which he used to 
make it ‘ Hothang but a mixtme of good and eviL’ He had 
many mock utterances of this kind ‘ Comes all to the 
same ultimately,’ ‘ What d’ye think of life this mormng ? ’ 
&c , over which we had our laughing and counter-laughing, 
borne with perfect gravity always, and perfect patience, but 
producmg no abatement of the practice One- morning, 
however, he did get a retort, which rather stucS to him 
Addressing his mother with ‘What d’ye thmk of life, 
mother ? ’ ‘What does t’ou (thou) think 0’ death tho’ 
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answered she with a veritably serious and crypto-contemptu- 
ous tone, which was not forgotten again 
‘ Christian comfoart ’ comes from a certain Mrs Oarruthers 
of HaiegiUs, a cousm of my mother , Bell by maiden name, 
sohd, rather stupid, farmer’s wife by station Meeting once 
with Blank Dickson (a speculative Tartar he, unluckily for 
her), she had been heaid to wind up some lofty hit with, 

‘ Sir, it IS the great soorce of Christian comfoart,^ accent on 
the last syllable and sound oa^ Annandale only — C ] 

George Square, Edinburgh November 14 
My dear Mrs Carlyle, — ^In the busy idleness of my 
present situation I have httle leisure to write or to do any 
rational thing , but it is best I should fulfil my promise to 
you now lather than wait for a more qmet season, that you 
may know that even the turmoil of a great city cannot seduce 
me mto forgetfulness of the Hall Indeed, the more I am in 
the way of what is commonly called pleasure, the moie I 
thmk of the cahn days which I spent under your roof I 
have nevei been so happy smce , though I have been at 
several fine entertainments, where much thought and pains 
and money were expended to assemble the ingiedients of 
enjoyment , and this is no wise strange, smce affection is the 
native element of my soul, and that I found m your cottage 
warm and pure, while in more splendid habitations it is 
chilled with vamty, affectation, and selfishness For Hhere 
is nothing but a mixture of good and evil m the world, 
mother , ’ and thus some have ‘ the dmner of herbs where love 
IS,’ others ‘ the stalled ox and hatied therewith ’ 

I left Templand on Thursday last after many delays, but 
xn no such downcast mood as at my departure fiom the HilL 
Indeed, I was never m my hfe more pleased to cum my face 
homewards, where, if I have not smtablfe society any more than 
m ISTithsdale, I can at least enjoy what is next best, sohtude 
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But all my impatience to see Haddington failed to make the 
jonmey hither agreeable, which was as devoid of ‘ Christian 
comfoart ’ as anything yon can suppose Never was poor 
damsel reduced to such ‘ extremities of fate ’ I was sick, 
woefully sick, and notwithstanding that I had on four petti- 
coats, benumbed with cold To make my wretchedness as 
complete as possible, we did not reach Edinburgh till many 
hours after dark Sixteen miles more, and my wanderings 
for this season are at an end Would that my trials weie 
ended also I But no I Tell Mr Oailyle my handsome 
cousm IS coming to Haddington with his sister Phoebe, and 
his valet Henley, and his great dog Toby, over and above 
Dash, Oraigen, Fanny, and Frisk My heart misgives me at 
the prospect of this inundation of company, for their ways 
are not my ways, and what is amusement to them is death to 
me But I must just be patient as usual Venly I should 
need to be Job, instead of Jane Welsh, to bear these ever- 
lasting annoyances with any degree of composure 

Mr Carlyle must write next week without fail to Hadding- 
ton, lest in vexation of spirit I curse God and die Moreover, 
he must positively part with Larry, and get a horse of less 
gemm in his stead, if he would not have me hve in continual 
terror of his hfe^ If the fates are kind, and the good 
doctor 2 a man of his word, he wiU be m this city to-morrow, 
so that I have some hope to feast my eyes on ‘ the broad 

* Larry had run away with Cailyle, thrown him, and dragged him 
some yards along the road He rode up to a late period in his lifce , but 
he always had a loose seat, and his mind was busy with anything but 
attending to his horse Fritz, his last, a present from Lady Ashburton, 
carried him safely for many years through the London streets, to the 
astonishment of most of his friends I asked him once, how he had 
escaped misadventure ‘It was Fritz,’ he said ‘He^was a very 
sensible feUow I suppose he had not been brought up to think that 
the first duty of a horse was to say something witty ’ 

* John Carlyle 
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Atlantic of his countenance,* and hear all about my dear 
fiiends at the Hill before I go How does Jane’s Latin 
prosper Tell her to write a postscript m her brother’s 
next letter Yon must excuse this humed epistle I am 
writing under many eyes and in the noise of many tongues 
God bless yotu 

I am always affectionately yours, 

Jaistb B Welsh. 

The next letter is to Jean Carlyle, which is prefaced 
by Carlyle thus 

This Jean Carlyle is my second youngest sister, then a 
httle child of twelve The youngest sister, youngest of us 
all, was Jenny (Janet), now Mrs Robert Hannmg, m 
Hannlton, Canada West These httle bemgs in their bits of 
grey speckled (black and white) straw bonnets, I recollect as 
a pair of neat bnsk items, tripping about among us that 
summei at the Hdl, especially Jean (only by euphemism 
Jane), the bigger of the two, who was a constant quantity 
there The small Jenny (I think in some pet) had unex- 
pectedly flung herself off and preferred native independence 
at MainhiU Jean, from hei black eyes and hair, had got 
the name of ‘ Craw Jean ’ among us, or often of ‘ Craw ’ 
simply That was my mother’s complexion too , but the 
other seven of us, like our fathei, were all of common blond 
Jean was an uncommonly open-minded, gifted, ingenuous, 
and mgenious httle thmg, trm as steel (never told a fi.b 
from her birth upwaids), had, once or so, shown suddenly a 
wUl like steel too (when indisputably in the nght, as I have 
heard her^ mother own to me), otherwise a most lovmg, 
cheerful, amenable creature, hungering and thirsting foi all 
kinds of knowledge , had a hvely sense of the ridiculous 
withal, and already something of what you might call 
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‘ humonr ’ She was by this tune in visible favour with me, 
which doubtless she valued sufficiently One of the first 
things I had noted of her was five or six years ago m one 
of my rustications at MainhiU, when m the summer evenings 
brothers Alick and John and I used to go out wandering 
extensively and talking ditto till gloaming settled mto daik, 
always I observed httle Craw turned up, either at oui startmg 
or somewhere afterwards, trottmg at my side, head hardly 
higher than my knee, but eageily thiown back and listening 
with zeal and joy no kmd of ‘ sport ’ equal to thns, for her, 
pursmt of knowledge under difficulties Poor httle Craw I 

My darhng took warmly to her for my sake and the 
child’s own This was the first time they had met ‘ Such 
a child ought to be educated,’ said she, with generous 
emphasis, and felt steadily, and, mdeed, took herself, for some 
years onwaids, a gieat deal of trouble and piactical pams 
about it, as this lettei may still indicate Little Jean was 
had to Comely Bank,^ for a good few months, got her lessons, 
&c , attended us to Oraigenputtock, hopmg to try farthei 
there too , but m the chaos of incvpience theie (a rather dark 
and even dismal chaos, had not my Jane been a daughter o^ 
the Sun) this was found impiacticable , and Scotsbrig, 
father’s place, ^ covetmg and almost giudging the httle Jean’s 
bits of labour withm doors and without, sheffiad to give the 
project up and letum to her own way of life, which she 
loyally did , grew up a peasant girl, got no further special 
education, though she has smce given herself consciously and 
otherwise not a httle, both of the practical and speculate e 
sort , and is at this day to be named fairly a supenoi 
woman, superior in extent of readmg, culture, &c , and still 
better m veracity of character, sound discernment, and 

» Where Carlyle first lived, as will be seen, after bis mamage 

*To which old Mr Carlyle removed from MamhiU m the year 
following 
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practical wisdom , wife for above thirty-five years now ^ of 
James Aitken, a prospeious, altogether honest, vahant, intel- 
ligent and substantial man, house-painter m Dumfries by 
trade , parents they, too, of my bright httle niece, Mary 0 
Aitken, who copies for me, and helps me all she can m this 
my final opeiation m the world 

To Jean Carlyle^ Hoddam HilL 


Haddington November, 1825 

My affectionate Child, — ^It giieved me to learn from your 
good httle postsonpt,2 that the pool Latin was already come 
to a stand , for I would fain see the talents with which 
nature has entrusted you not bniied m ignoiance, but made 
the most of Nevertheless, I do not Uame you, because you 
have despaned of accomplishmg an impossibihty , for it is 
impossible for you, sure enough, to make any gieat attainment 
of scholarship m the circumstances m which you are aheady 
placed You must on no account, however, abandon the 
idea of becommg a scholar, for good, because it is beyond 
your abihty to carry it mto effect just as soon as you wish , 
for your oircunistances, by the blessmg of Heaven, may be in 
piocess of tune rendered more towardly , but should the 
noble desne of knowledge die away witlbn you, you would 
mdeed cruelly disappomt my hopes Moreover, though the 
acquirement of a foreign language has proved too difficult a 
matter for you m the tune bemg, I see nothing that there is 
to hmder you from leadmg many mstructive books m your 
own For your mother cannot be so hard a task-mistress, 
that she would refuse you two hours or so m the day to your- 
self, provided she saw that they were turned to a profitable 

* ’Written in 1868 is 

• * Doubtless of some letter to me — T 0/ 
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accouBfc Here is a copy of Cowper’s Poems for you, with 
winch I expect you will presently commence a regular course 
of readmg Tour brothei is able, and I am sure will be most 
willing, to diiect you m the choice of books , and on this 
account you ought to be exceedingly thankful, as many for 
want of such dnection have to seek knowledge by a weary 
circuit 

Had Providence been less kind to you in the relation you 
hold m hfe, you should get many an epistle from me full of 
the best advices I have to give , for I love you, my good httle 
girl, from the bottom of my heait, and desire earnestly that it 
should be well with you in this woild as well as m the world 
to come But when I consider the piety and goodness of 
the mother who has you m her bosom, and that he whose 
wisdom I bow myself before is youi brother, I feel it idle and 
presumptuous m me to offer you any counsel, when in the 
precepts and example of those about you, you have already 
such a light to youi path Do but continue, my dear Jean, 
a dutiful daughter and a lovmg sister, and you are sure to 
grow up an estimable woman If we can make you also an 
accomplished woman, so much the bettei 

One thing more when I am about it Look sharp that 
you fulfil the written promise which you gave me at partmg , 
for know that I am not disposed to remit you the smallest 
tittle of it And now God bless and keep you 

I am always your attached friend, 

Jane Baillie Welsh: 

After the bright interlude of Miss Welsh’s visit to 
Hoddam, life soon became as industrious as Carlyle has 
described The mornings were spent in work over the 
German Tales, the afternoons m ndes, Larry remaining 
still in favour notwithstanding his misdemeanours In 
the evenings he and his mother perhaps smoked their 
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pipes together, as they used to do at Mamhill, she in 
admiring anxiety labouring to rescue his soul from the 
temptations of the mtellect , he satisfying her, for she 
was too willing to be satisfied, that they meant the 
same thing, though they expressed it m different 
languages. He was meditating a book, a real book of 
his own, not a translation, though he was still unable 
to fasten upon a subject, while the sense that he was 
in his own house, loid of it, and lord of himself, and 
able if he pleased to shut his door against all comers, 
was delightful to him 

It IS inexpiessible (he wrote) what an mciease of happi- 
ness and of consciousness, wholesome consciousness of 
inwaid digmty, I have gamed since I came within the walls 
of this pool cottage — ^my own four walls — ^foi m this state 
the primeval law of nature acts on me with double and 
tuple force, and how cheaply it is purchased, and how 
smoothly managed They simply admit that I am Herr vm 
Hause^ and act on this conviction Theie is no giumblmg 
about my habitudes and whims If I choose to dme on file 
and biimstone they wiU cook it for me to their best skill, 
thinkmg only that I am an unmtelhgible moital, perhaps 
m their secret souls a kmd of humouiist,/«cA^a? to deal 
with, but no bad soul aftei ah, and not to be dealt with m 
my other way My own f oui walls 2 

This expression, repeated twice, suggests the possible 
date of a poem — ^the only poem, perhaps, that Carlyle 
ever wrote which is really characteristic of him It was 
written either at Hoddam or at Craigenputtock In 
some respects — ^m the mention of a wife, especially — 
it suits Craigenputtock best But perhaps his imagina* 
tion was looking forward. 
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MY OTO FOUE WALLS 

The sfcorm and night are on the waste, 

Wild thiongh the wind the heidsman calls, 

As fast on willing nag I haste 
Home to my own four walls 

Black tossmg clouds with scarce a glimmer 
Envelope earth like sevenfold palls , 

But wifekin watches, coffee-pot doth simmer, 
Home in my own foui walls 

A homo and wife I too have got, 

A hearth to blaze whate’ei befals , 

What wanteth a man that I have not 
Within my own four walls ? 

King George has palaces of pnde, 

And armed grooms must ward those halls , 

With one stout bolt I safe abide 
Withm my own foui walls 

Hot all his men may sever this, 

It yields to friends’, not monarohs’, calls ; 

My whmstone house my castle is — 

I have my own four walls 

When fools or knaves do make a rout 
With gigmen, dinners, balls, cabals, 

I turn my back and shut them out : 

These are my own four walls 

The moorland house, though rude it be, 

May stand the brunt when prouder fails 

’Twdl screen my.wife, my books, and me, 

All m my own four walls 


VOL ? 
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In the antumn of this year Carlyle had a ghmpse of 
Irving at Annan. 


I had next to no correspondence with Irving (he says) , 
a httle note or so on business, nothing more Foi was Mrs 
Montagu much moie mstractive on that head, who wrote 
me high-soundmg amiable things which I could not but 
lespond to more oi less, though dimly aware of them quahty 
Nor did the sinceie and aident Mrs Strachey, who wrote 
seldomer, almost ever touch upon Irvmg But by some 
occasional unmelodious clang m all the newspapers (twice 
over I thmlc m this year) we could sufficiently and with 
httle satisfaction construe his way of life Twice over he 
had leapt the barriers and given nse to ciiticisms of the 
customary idle sort, loudish univeisaUy and nowhere 
accurately ]ust Case first was of preaching to the London 
Missionary Society (Missionary I will call it, though it 
might be ‘Bible,’ or anothei) On their grand anniversary 
these people had assigned him the honour of addiessing them, 
and were numerously assembled, expectmg some flourishes of 
eloquence and flatteries to them illustrious, divinely blessed 
society, mgemously done and especially with fit brevity, 
dinner itself waitmg, I suppose, close m the rear. Irving 
emerged into his speakmg place at the due moment , but in- 
stead of treating men and office-bearers to a short, comfortable 
dose of honey and butter, opened into stnct, sharp mqumies, 
rhadamanthme expositions of duty and ideal, issuing, perhaps, 
m actual ciitioism and admonition , gall and vinegar instead 
of honey , at any rate, keepmg the poor people locked up 
theie ‘ for above two hours,’ instead of an hour or less, with 
dinners Sbt at the end of it This was much criticised 
‘Plamly wrong, and produced by Ipve of smgulaiity and 
too much pride m oneself,’ voted everybody For, m fact, a 
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man suddenly holding up the naked inexorable ideal in the 
face of the clothed (and m England geneiaily plump, com- 
forfcable, and pot-bellied) reahty doing an unexpected and 
questionable thing 

The next escapade was still worse At some pubhc meet- 
mg, piobably of the same ‘ Missionaiy Society,’ Irvmg agam 
held up his Ideal, I think not without murmurs from former 
sufferers by it, and ended by solemnly puttmg down, not his 
name to the subscription list, but an actual gold watch, 
which he said had just anived to him from his beloved 
brother lately dead m India ^ That of the gold watch 
tabled had in leahty a touch of rash ostentation, and was 
bitterly crowed over by all the able editors for a time On 
the whole one could gather too cleaily that Irvmg’s couise 
was beset with pitfalls, baiking dogs, and dangers and 
difficulties unwarned of , and that foi one who took so httle 
counsel with prudence, he perhaps carried his head too high 
I had a certain harsh kind of soiiow about poor living, and 
my loss of him (and his loss of me on such poor terms as 
these seemed to me), but I carelessly trusted in his strength 
against whatever mistakes and impediments, and felt that 
foi the piesent it was better to be absolved fiom correspond- 
mg with him 

That same year, late in autumn, he was at Annan only 
foi a mght and a day, letuining fiom some faither journey, 
perhaps to Glasgow or Edmbuigh, and had to go on again 
for London next day I lode down from Hoddam Hill before 
nightfall, found him sittmg in the snug httle pailour beside 
his father and mother, beautifully domestic I think it was 

* This brother was John, the eldest of the three, an Indian army 
surgeon, whom I remember once meeting on a common stai^ in Edin- 
buigh, on return, I suppose, from a call on some comrade higher up 
a taller man than even Edward, and with a blooming, placid, not very 
intelligent face* —T 0, 
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the last tune I ever saw those good old people We sat only 
a few minutes, my thoughts sadly contrasting the beautiful 
affectionate safety here and the ^d tempestuous hostihties 
and peiils yonder He left his blessmg to each by name m 
a low soft voice There was something almost tiagical to 
me as he turned round, hitting his hat on the little dooi 
Imtel, and next moment was on the daik stieet followed only 
by me His plan of journey was to catch the Glasgow 
London mail at Gretna, and to walk thither, the night bemg 
dry We stept over to Eobeit Dickson’s, his brothei-m- 
law’s, and sate there still talking for perhaps an hour He 
looked sad and senous, not m the least downhearted , told 
us, probably m answer to some question of mine, that the 
projected London Umversity seemed to be progressing to- 
wards fulfilment, and how, at some meeting. Poet Campbell, 
argumg loudly for a pmely seculm system, had on sight of 
Irving entering at once stopped short, and m the poht(3st 
mannei he could, sat down without anothei word on the 
subject ‘It will be wiehgious, secretly a?z^4-rehgious aU 
the same,’ said Irvmg to us 

When the tune had come for settmg out, and we were all 
on foot, he called for his three httle nieces, havmg their 
mother by him, made them each successively stand on a 
chair, laid has hand on the head first of one, with a ‘ Mary 
Dickson, the Loid bless you,’ then of the next by name, and 
of the next , ‘ the Lord bless you,’ m a sad, solemn tone, 
with something of elaborate noticeable in it too , which was 
painful and dreary to me , a dieary visit altogether, though 
an unabatedly affectionate on both sides — what a contrast, 
thought I, to the old sunshiny visits when Glasgow was 
head-quarters, and everybody was obscuie, frank to his 
feeluigs,l.nd safe Mrs Dickon, I think, had tears m her 
eyes Her too he doubtless blessed^ but without hand on 
head Dickson and the rest of us escoited him a httle way 
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We parted in the howling of the north wind, and I tinned 
back across the moors to Hoddam HiU to meditate in silenoc 
on the chances and changes of this stiange whiilpool of a 
woild^^ 


* Ihe last paragraph is taken from a contemporary descirptwm of the 
scene The rest, as most complete, is from the RemtniscenceSf to! i 
p 290, and is a curious illustration of the minute exactness of Carlyle s 
memory 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A D 1826 31. 

The life at Hoddam Hill, singularly happy while it 
lasted, and promising to last, was not after all of long 
continuance. Differences with the landlord, Greneral 
Sharpe, rose to a quanel, m which old Mr Cailyle took 
his son’s part. Hoddam Hill was given up , the lease 
of MainhiU, expiring at the same time, was not re- 
newed, and the whole family, Carlyle himself with the 
rest, removed to Scotsbng, a substantial farm in the 
neighbourhood of Ecclefechan, where the elder Carlyles 
remained to the end of their hves, and where their 
youngest son succeeded them 

The break-up at Hoddam precipitated the conclu- 
sion of Carlyle’s piotracted relations with Miss Welsh 
He sums up briefly his recollections of the story of 
this year, which was in eveiy way so momentous to 
him 

My translation (G-erman Romance) went steadily on, the 
pleasantest labom I ever had , could be done by task in 
whatever humour or condition one was m, and was day by 
day (ten pages a day, I think) punctually and comfortably 
so perfortiied Internally, too, theie weie far highei thmgs 
gomg on , a grand and ever joyful victory gettmg itself 
lachieved at last I The final chamm^ down, tramplmg home 
** for good,’ home mto their caves for ever of all my spiritual 
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SPIRITUAL CONQUESTS ^3 

dragons, which had wrought me such woe, ahd for a decade 
past had made my hfe black and bitter^ This year 1826 
saw the end of all that, with such a feelmg on my part as 
may be fancied I found it to be essentially what Methodist 
people call their ^ conversion,’ the dehverance of their souls 
from the Devil and the pit ^ precisely enough that^ m new 
form And theie burnt accordingly a sacred flame of joy 
m me, silent m my inmost being, as of one hencefoith 
supenoi to fate, able to look down on its stupid injuries, with 
contempt, pardon, and almost with a kind of thanks and 
pity This ‘holy joy,’ of which I kept silence, lasted 
sensibly m me for several years m blessed counterpoise to 
suffermgs and discouragements enough , nor has it proved 
what I can call fallacious at any time smce My ‘ spiritual 
dragons,’ thank heaven, do still remam strictly m their caves, 
forgotten and dead, which is indeed a conquest, and the 
beginnmg of conquests I rode about a great deal m all 
kinds of weather that wmter and summer, generally quite 
alone, and did not want for meditations, no longer of defiantly 
hopeless or quite impious nature 

Meanwhile, if on the spnitual side all went well, one poor 
item on the temporal side went ill a paltry but essential 
item — om lease arrangements of Hoddam Hill The lease 
had been hurriedly settled, on word of mouth merely, by my 
father, who stood well with his landlord otheiwise, and 
had perfect trust m him But when it came to piactical 
settlement, to ‘demands of outgomg tenant,’ who was 
completely right as against his landlord, and completely 
wrong as against us, there arose difficulties which, the 
farthei they were gone mto, spread the wider Arbitration 
was tried , much was tiied , nothing would do Arbitrators, 

^ First battle won m ^he Kne de TEnfer — ^Leith Walk — ^four years 
before Campaign not ended till now 
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litfele faimers ofi the neighbotmng estates, would not give a 
veidict, but only talk, talk Honourable landlord owes out- 
going tenant (las and his father’s old factor) say 150? , and 
othei just decision there was none Factor was foohsh, 
superannuated, impoverished, pressingly in want of his 
money Landlord was not wise or hberal Arbitrary and 
imperious he tried to be , wrote letters, &c , but got stiff 
answers , over the belly of justice would not be permitted to 
ride The end was, after much babblmg, in which I meddled 
httle, and only from the background,^ complete break ensued , 
Hoddam Hill to be given up, laid at his honour’s feet May 26, 
1826 , ditto Mamhill when the lease also expired there My 
father got, on another estate near by, the farm of Scotsbng, 
a far better farm (where our people still are), farm well 
capable both of his stock and ours, with roomy house, &c , 
where, if anywhere m the country, I, from and after May 
1826, must make up my mmd to hve To stay there till 
German Romance was done — clear as to that — ^went ac- 
coidmgly, and after a week of jomenng resumed my stint of 
ten daily pages, steady as the town clock, no interruption 
dieaded oi occurring Had a pleasant, dihgent, and interest- 
ing summer , all my loved kindred about me for the last time , 
hottest and droughtiest summer I have ever seen, drier even 
than the last (of 1868), though seldom quite so intolerably 
hot Ho lain from the end of Maich till the middle of 
August Delightful morning ndes (m the first months) are 

’ Not altogether In a letter from Hoddam Hill Carlyle says ‘ My 
kindred can now regaxd the ill-natnre of our rural All Pacha with 
a degree of equanimity much easier to attain than formerly Ah — I 
mean his hononr General Sharpe — and I had such a soham the other 
day at this door I made Graham of Bnrnswark laugh at it yesterday 
all the way from Annan to Hoddam Bridge In short, All sank, in the 
space of little more than a minute, from 212% of Pahrenheit’s thermo- 
meter to 828, and retired even below the freenns noint.’ 
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still present to me, ditto breakfasts in the kitchen, an 
antique baronial one, roomy, airy, curious to me Cookery, 
company, and the cow with her produce always friendly to 
me Nothing to complain of but want of the old silence , 
noise and bustle of busmess now round me, and hke to 
mcrease, not diminish , and this thought always too, here 
cannot be thy contmuing city I and then withal, my darlmg 
m noble silence gettmg so weary of dull Haddm^on In 
bnef, after much survey and consideration of the real 
mteiests and real feehngs of both parties, I proposed, and it 
was gently acceded to, that German Eomance once done 
(end of September or so) we should wed, settle at Edmburgh 
m some small suburban house (details and preparations there 
aU left to her kind mother and her), and thenceforth front 
our chances in the world, not as two lots, but as one, for 
better for worse, till death ns part I 

In August Haddington became aware of what was toward, 
a great enough event there, the loss of its loved and admired 
‘Jeanme "Welsh, the Flower o’ Haddington’ (as poor old 
Lizzie Baldy, a notable veteran sewmg woman, humble 
herome, then sadly said), ‘ gaun to be here na mair I ’ In 
Annandale, such my entire seclusion, nothmg was yet heard 
of it for a couple of months House m Comely Bank ^ suit- 
able as possible had been chosen , was being furnished from 
Haddmgton, beautifully, perfectly, and even richly, by Mrs 
Welsh’s great skill m such matters, aided by her daughter’s, 
which was also great, and by the fiank wordless generosity 
of both, which surely was very great » Mrs Welsh had 
decided to give up house, quit Haddington, and privately 
even never see it more , to hve at Templand thenceforth 
with hei father and sister (Aunt Grizzie), where at was well 

> A row of houses to the^north of Edinburgh, then among open fiolds 
between the city and the sea 
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judged her hefp mighfe be useful My brave little woman 
had by deed of law two years before settled her httle estate 
(Oraigenputtock) upon her motliei for life, being clearly 
indispensable there Fee simple of the place she had at the 
same tune by will bequeathed to me if I survived her 

So Carlyle, at a distance of forty-two years, describes 
the prelude to his marriage — accurately so far as sub- 
stance went, and with a frank acknowledgment of Mrs 
Welsh’s hbeiality, as the impression was left upon his 
memory But exactly and circumstantially as he 
remembered things which had struck and interested 
him, his memory was less tenacious of some particulars 
which he passed over at the time with less attention 
than perhaps they deserved, and thus allowed to drop 
out of his recollection Details have to be told which 
will show him not on the most considerate side They 
require to be mentioned for the distinct light which 
they throw on aspects of his character which affected 
materially his wife’s happiness There were some 
things which Carlyle was consUt'wUonally incapable of 
apprehending, while again there were otheis which he 
apprehended perhaps with essential coriectness, but on 
which men in general do not think as he thought A 
man bom to great place and great visible responsibih- 
ties in the world is allowed to consider first his position 
and his duties, and to regard other claims upon him as 
subordinate to these A man bom with extraordinary 
talents, which he has resolved to use for some great and 
generous^ purpose, may expect and demand the same 
privileges, but they are not so easily accorded to him 
In the one instance it is assumed as a matter of course 
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that secondary interests must be set aside , even in mar- 
riage the heir of a large estate consults the advantage 
of his family, and his wife’s pleasure, even his wife’s 
comforts, must be postponed to the supposed demands of 
her husband’s situation The claims of a man of genius 
are less tolerantly dealt with , partly perhaps because it 
IS held an impertinence in any man to pretend to gemus 
till he has given proof of possessing it, partly because, 
if extraordinary gifts are rare, the power of appreciating 
them is equally rare, and a fixed purpose to make a 
noble use of them is rarer still Men of hterary faculty, 
it IS idly supposed, can do their work anywhere in any 
circumstances; if the work is left undone the world 
does not know what it has lost , and thus, partly by 
their own fault, and partly by the world’s mode of 
deahng with them, the biographies of men of letters 
are, as Carlyle says, for the most part the saddest 
chapter m the history of the human race except the 
Newgate Calendar* 

Carlyle, restless and feverish, was convinced that no 
leal woik could be got out of him till he was again in 
a home of his own, and till his affairs were settled on 
some permanent footing His engagement, while it 
remained uncompleted, kept him anxious and irritated 
Therefore he conceived that he must find some cottage 
smted to his circumstances, and that Miss Welsh ought 
to become immediately the mistress of it He had 
money enough to begin housekeeping , he saw his way, 
he thought, to earning money enough to contmue it 
on the scale on which he had himself been* bred up— 
but it was on condition that the wife that he took to 
himself should do the work of a domestic servant as 
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his own mother and sisters did , and he was never able 
to understand that a lady differently educated might 
herself, or her friends for her, find a difficulty in ac- 
cepting such a situation He was in love, so far as he 
understood what love meant Like Hamlet he would 
have challenged Miss Welsh’s other lovers ^ to weep, to 
fight, to fast, to tear themselves, to drink up Esil, eat a 
crocodile,’ or * be buried with her quick in the earth , ’ 
but when it came to the question how he was himself 
to do the work which he intended to do, he chose 
to go his own way, and expected others to accommodate 
themselves to it. 

Plans had been suggested and efforts made to secure 
some permanent situation for him A newspaper had 
been projected in Edinburgh, which Lockhart and 
Brewster were to have conducted with Carlyle under 
them. This would have been something, but Lock- 
hart became editor of the ^ Quarterly Eeview,’ and the 
project dropped A Bavarian Minister had apphed to 
Professor Leshe for some one who could teach English 
hterature and science at Munich Leshe offered this 
to Carlyle, but he declined it He had set his mind 
upon a cottage outside Edinburgh, with a garden and 
high walls about it to shut out noise This was all 
which he himself wanted He did not care how poor 
it was so it was h/vs entirely his own, safe from 
mtruding fools 

Here he thought that he and his wife might set 
themselve® up together and wish for nothing more It 
did, mdeeH, at moments occur to him that, although 
he could be happy and nch in th?e midst of poverty, 
' for a woman to descend from superfluity to hve in 
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poverty with a sick, ill-natured man, and not be 
wretched, would be a miracle* But though the 
thought came more than once, it would not abide The 
miracle would perhaps be wrought , or mdeed without 
a miracle his mother and sisters were happy, and why 
should anyone wish for more luxuries than they had ^ 
Mrs Welsh being left a widow, and with no other 
child, the pain of separation from her daughter was 
unusually great Notwithstandmg a certain number 
of caprices, there was a genuine and even passionate 
attachment between mother and daughter It might 
have seemed that a separation was unnecessary, and 
that if Mrs Welsh could endure to have Carlyle under 
her own roof, no difficulty on his side ought to have 
arisen Mrs Welsh indeed, romantically generous, 
desired to restore the property, and to go back and 
hve with her father at Templand, but her daughter 
decided peremptorily that she would hve with Carlyle 
in poverty all the days of her life sooner than encroach 
in the smallest degree on her mother’s independence 
She could expect no happiness, she said, if she failed 
in the first duty of her hfe Her mothei should keep 
the fortune, or else Miss Welsh refused to leave her 
All difficulties might be got over, the entire econonoic 
problem nught be solved, if the family could be kept 
together As soon as the marriage was known to be in 
contemplation this arrangement occuned to everyone 
who was interested in the Welshes’ welfare as the most 
obviously desirable Mrs Welsh was as unhappy as 
ever at an alliance which she regarded as not^mprudent 
only, but in the highest degree objectionable Carlyle 
had neither family nor fortune nor prospect of pre- 
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ferment He had no religion that she could com- 
prehend, and she had seen him violent and unreasonable. 
He was the very last companion that she would have 
selected for herself Yet for her daughter’s sake she was 
willing to make an eflTort to like him, and, since the 
marriage was to be, either to live with him or to accept 
him as her son-m-law in her own house and in her 
own circle 

Her consent to take Carlyle into her family removed 
Miss Welsh’s remaimng scruples, and made her per- 
fectly happy It never occurred to her that Carlyle 
himself would refuse, and the reasons which he alleged 
might have made a less resolute woman pause before 
she committed herself further It would never answer, 
he said, Hwo households could not live as if they were 
one, and he would never have any right en]oyment of 
his wife’s company till she was all his own’ Mrs. 
Welsh had a large acquaintance. He liked none of 
them, and ® her visitors would neither be diminished in 
numbers nor bettered in quality ’ Ho ^ he must have 
the small house in Edinburgh, and 'the moment he 
was master of a house^ the first use he would turn 
it to would be to slam the door against nauseous 
mtrusions’ It never occurred to him, as proved too 
fatally to be the case, that he would care little for 
‘the right compamonship ’ when he had got it; that 
he would be absorbed in his work, that, after all, his 
wife would see but httle of him, and that httle too often 
under trying conditions of temper , that her mother’s 
compamonsdiip, and the ‘mtrusion’ of her mother’s 
old friends, might add more to hgr comfort "than it 
could possibly detract from his own. 
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However deeply she honoured her chosen husband, 
she could not hide from herself that he was selfish — 
extremely selfish He had changed his mind indeed 
about the Edinburgh house almost as soon as he had 
made it up — ^he was only determined that he would 
not hve with Mrs. Welsh. 


Surely (Miss Welsh wrote) you are the most tantalising man 
in the world, and I the most tractable woman This time 
twelvemonth nothing would content you but to hve m the 
country, and though a country life never before attracted my 
desires, it neveitheless became my choice the instant it 
seemed to be yours In truth I discovered a hundred beau- 
ties and properties m it which had hitherto escaped my 
notice , and it came at last to this, that every imagination of 
the thoughts of my heart was love m a cottage contmually 
Eh Uen ' and what then ? A change comes over the spirit 
of your dream While the birds are yet humming, the roses 
blooming, the small buds rejoicing, and everything is in 
summer glory about our ideal cottage, I am called away to 
hve m prosjpectu in the smoke and bustle and icy coldness 
of Edinburgh Now this I call a trial of patience and 
obedience — ^and say, could I have complied more readily 
though I had been your wedded wife ten times over ^ 
Without a moment’s hesitation, without once looking be- 
hmd, without even bidding adieu to my floweis, I took my 
way with you out of our Paradise, to raise another m the 
howhng wilderness A very miracle of love I Oh mmd of 
man ^ And this too must pass away Houses and walled 
gardens pass away hke the baseless fabric of a vision , and 
lo 1 we are once moie a sohtary pair, ‘ the world* all before 
us where to choose ojjr place of rest ’ Be Pi evidence our 
gmde Suppose we take diffeient roads and try how that 
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answers Thefe is ^ with 50,000? and a princely lineage, 

and ‘ never was out of limnoiii in her hf e ’ — ^with such a 
‘ singularly pleasing creature ’ you could hardly fail to find 
yourself admirably well off — ^while I, on the othei hand, 
might better my fortune m man y quarters A certain hand- 
some stammeimg Englishman I know of would give his eais 
to carry me away south with him My second cousin, too, 
the doctor at Leeds, has set up a fine establishment, and 
writes to me that ‘ I am the very first of my sex ’ Or, nearer 
home, I have an interesting young widowei m view, who has 
no scruple in makmg me mother to his three small children, 
blue stocking though I be But what am I talking about ^ 
as if we were not aheady manied, mamed past ledemptioru 
God knows in that case what is to become of us At times 
I am so disheartened that I sit down and weep. 

Carlyle could just perceive that he had not been 
gracious, that Mrs Welsh’s offer had deserved ^more 
serious consideration,’ and at least a more courteous 
refusal He could recognise also, proud as he was, that 
he had little to offer in his companionship which would 
be a compensation for the trials which it might brmg 
with it. He again offered to set the lady free. 

To M%88 Welsh 

Oh Jane, Jane, your half-jestmg enumeration of your 
wooers does anything but make me laugh A thousand and 
a thousand tunes I have thought the same thmg m deepest 
earnest That you have the power of maln-ng many good 
matches is mo secret to me , nay, it would be a piece of news 
for me to learn that I am not the very yroist you ever thought 
of. And you add, with the same tearful smile, ‘ j we 
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are maiiied already ’ Let me cut off the inteijection, and 
say simply what is tiue, that we are not mairied alieady , 
and do you hcicby leceive fuithei my distinct and delibeiate 
dechiation that it depends on yourself, and shall always 
dep^^nd on yoiubclf, whethei ever we be maiiied oi not 
God knows I do not say this m a vulgar spiiit of defiance, 
which m oui piosent lelation were coaise and ciuel , but 
I say it m the spiiit of disiiiteiested affection foi you, and of 
fear from the lepioaches of my own conscience, should youi 
fair destiny be marred by me, and you wounded in the house 
of your fiiend Can you behove it with the good natuie 
which I declare it deserves ? It would absolutely give me 
satisfaction to know that you thought yourself entiiely fiee 
of all ties to me but those, such as they might be, of }our 
own still lenewed election It is reasonable and right that 
you should be concerned foi youi futuie establishment 
Look lound wiuh calm eyes on the persons you mention, oi 
may hereafter so mention, and if theie is any one among 
them whose wife you had lathei be — ^I do not mean whom 
you love better than me, but whose wife, all things considered, 
you had lather be than mine — ^then I call upon you, I, youi 
brother and friend through every fortune, to accept that man 
and leave me to my destiny But if, on the contiary, my 
heart and my hand, with the banen and perplexed destiny 
which promises to attend them, shall aftei all appeal the 
best that this pool voild can offei you, then take me and be 
content with me, and do not vex yourself vith stiugghng 
to alter what is unalterable — ^to make a man who is pool and 
sick suddenly become iich and healthy You tell me you 
often weep when you thmk what is to become of us It is 
unwise in you to weep If you are reconciled to be my wife 
(not the wife of an ideal rriB^ but the simple actual piosaic 
/lie), there is nothing fj.ightful in the future /look into it 
with more and more confidence and composuie Alas ^ Jane, 

VOL I 23 
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you do not kndw me It is not the poor unknown rejected 
Thomas Carlyle that you know, but the prospective nch, 
known, and admiied I am reconciled to my fate as it 
stands, or promises to stand ere long I have pronounced 
the word unpraised in all its cases and numbeis, and find 
nothing terrific in it, even when it means unmoneyed, and 
even by the mass of his Majesty’s subjects neglected or even 
partially contemned I thank Heaven I have other objects 
m my eye than either their pudding oi their bieath This 
comes of the circumstance that my appienticeship is endmg, 
and yours still going on Oh Jane, I could weep too, foi I 
love you m my deepest heart 

These are hard sayings, my beloved child, but I cannot 
spare them, and I hope, though bittei at first, they may 
not lemain without wholesome influence Do not get angry 
with me Do not I swear I deseive it not Consider this 
as a true ghmpse mto my heart which it is good that you 
contemplate with the gentleness and toleiance you have often 
shown me If you judge it fit, I will take you to my heaife 
as my wedded wife this veiy week If you judge it fit, I will 
this veiy week foiswear you for ever Moie I cannot do , 
but all this, when I compaie myself with you, it is my duty 
to do Adieu God bless you and have you m his keepmg I 
I am at yom own disposal foi evei and ever, 

T Carlyle 


That Carlyle could contemplate with equanimity 
being unpraised, unmoneyed, and neglected all his life, 
that he required neither the world’s pudding nor its 
breath, and could be happy without them, was pardon- 
able and^perhaps commendable That he should ex- 
pect another person to share this unmoneyed, pudding- 
less, and rather forlorn condition'^ was scarcely consis- 
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tent with such lofty principles Men may sacrifice 
themselves, if they please, to imagined high duties and 
ambitions, but they have no right to marry wives and 
sacrifice them Nor were these ^hard sayings which 
could not be spared ’ exactly to the point, when he had 
been roughly and discourteously rejecting proposals 
which would have made his unmoneyed situation of 
less importance 

He had said that Miss Welsh did not know him, 
which was probably true , but it is likely also that he 
did not know himself She answered this last letter of 
his with telling him that she had chosen him for her 
husband, and should not alter hei nund Since this 
was so he immediately said * she had better wed her 
wild man of the woods at once, and come and live with 
him in his cavern in the hope of better days ’ The 
cavern was Scotsbrig When it had been proposed that 
he should live with Mrs Welsh at Haddington, he 
would by consenting have spared the separation of 
a mother from an only child, and would not peihaps 
have hurt his own intellect by an effort of self-denial 
It appeared impossible to him, when Mrs Welsh was in 
question, that two households could go on together 
He was positive that he must be master in his own 
house, free from noise and interruption, and have fire 
and brimstone cooked for him if he pleased to order it 
But the two households were not, it seemed, incom- 
patible when one of them was his own family If Miss 
Welsh would come to him at Scotsbrig, ^he would be a 
new mdu/ Hhe bitterness of Me would pas? away hke 
a forgotten tempest,’ and he and she ‘ would walk in 
blight weather thenceforward’ to the end of their 

23—3 
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existence This, too, was a mere delusion The cause 
of his unrest was m himself, he would cany with him 
wherever he might go or be, the wild passionate spirit, 
feveied with burning thoughts, which would make 
peace impossible, and cloud the fairest weather with 
mteimittent tempests Scotsbng would not have 
frightened Miss Welsh She must have perceived his 
inconsistency, though she did not allude to it But if 
Carlyle had himself and his work to consider, she had 
her mothei Her answer was very beautiful 

To Thomas Carlyle^ 

Were happiness the thing chiefly to be cared for m this 
world, I would put my hand m yom^s now, as you say, and 
so cub the knot of oui destiny Bub oh 1 have you not told 
me a thousand times, and my conscience tells me also, that 
happmess is a secondary consideiabion ? It must not, must 
nob, be sought out of the path of duty Should I do well to 
go into Paiadise myself, and leave the mother who boie me 
to bleak her heart i She is looking foiward to my marriage 
with a more tranquil mind in the hope that oui sepaiation is 
to be but nominal — ^thab, by hving wheie my husband hves, 
she may at least have every moment of my society which he 
can spare And how would it be possible nob to disappoint 
her of this hope if I went to leside with your people in 
Annandale? Her piesence theie would be a perpetual 
cloud For the sake of all concerned, it would be necessary 
to keep her quu"^ apait from us, yet so neai ^ She would be 
the most wyetohed of motheis, the most desolate woman in 

' Templaiid, wkere Mrs "Welsh was to li'fe if she returned to her 
father, was about fifteen miles from Ecelefechan 
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the world Oh I is ifc for me to make her so^^ me who am so 
unspeakably deal to hei in spite of all hei capiice, who am 
hei only, only child, and she a widow ^ I love you, Mr 
Carlyle, tenderly, devotedly But I may not put my mother 
away fiom me, even foi youi sake I cannot do it I have 
lam awake whole mghts trying to leconcile this act with my 
conscience But my conscience will have nothing to say to 
it — ^lejects it with indignation 
What IS to be done, then ? Indeed, I see only one way 
to escape out of all these perplexities Be patient with me 
while I tell you what it is My mother, hke myself, has 
ceased to feel any contentment in this hateful Haddington, 
and is bent on disposing of oui house here as soon as may 
be, and hiiing one elsewheie Why should it not be the 
vicmity of Edinbuigh after alP and why should not you 
hve with your wife in youi mother’s house ? Because, you 
say, my mothei would never have the giace to hke }ou, or 
let you live with her in peace , because you could never 
have any light enjoyment of my society, so long as you had 
me not all to yourself , and finally because you must and will 
‘have a dooi of yom ovm to slam m the face of all nauseous 
mtiusions These aie objections which sound fatal to my 
scheme , but I am gieatly mistaken it they aie not more 
sound than substance My mother would hke you, assuredly 
she would, if you came to hve with hei as hei son Hei 
terror is lest, through yom means, she should be made 
childless, and a weak imagination that you regard her 
with disrespect — ^both which locks of offence would be re- 
moved by this one concession Besides, as my wedded 
husband, you would appeal to her m a new hght Her 
maternal affection, of which there is abundance at the 
bottom of her heait, would of necessity extend**itself to him 
with whom I was become inseparably connected , and meie 
common sense would picsciibc % kind motherly behaviour as 
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the only expediCsnt to make the best of 'what could tx6 longei 
be helped. 

The arrangement was at least as reasonable as that 
which he had himself proposed, and Carlyle, who was 
so passionately attached to his own mother, might have 
been expected to esteem and sympathise with Miss 
Welsh’s affection for hers At Scotsbrig he would have 
had no door of his own ‘to slam against nauseous in- 
trusions,’ his father, as long as he lived, would be 
master in his own house , while the self-control which 
would have been required of him, had he resided with 
Mrs Welsh as a son-in-law, would have been a discipline 
which his own character especially needed. But he 
knew he was ‘ gey ill to deal wi’ ’ His own family were 
used to him, and he in turn respected them, and could, 
within limits, conform to their ways From others he 
would submit to no interference He knew that he 
would not, and that it would be useless for him to try 
He felt that he had not considered Mrs Welsh as he 
ought to have done j but his consideration, even after 
he had recognised his fault, remained a most restricted 
quantity 


To Miss Welsh. 


April 2, 1826 

As we thmk mostly of our own wants and wishes alone 
m this loyal project, I had taken no distinct account of 
your mother I merely remembered the text of Sciiptnre, 
‘ Thou shaltr leave thy father and mother and cle^tve unto 
thy husband, and thy desire shall be towards him all the 
days of thy life’ I imagined perhaps she might go to 
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Dumfriesshire and gratify her heart by increasmg the acconi' 
modations of her father, which she would then have ample 

means to do , peihaps that she might even ^ in short, 

that she might aiiange hei destmy m many ways m which 
my presence must be a hmdrance rather than a furtheiance 
Here 1 was selfish and thoughtless I might have known 
that the love of a mother to hei only child is indestiuctihle 
and irreplaceable , that forcibly to cut asunder such was 
cruel and un 3 ust 

Perhaps, as I have told you, I may not yet have got to 
the bottom of this new plan so completely as I wished , but 
there is one thing that strikes me more and more the longer 
I think of it — ^this, the grand objection of all objections, the 
head and front of offence, the soul of all my counterplead- 
ing — ^an objection which is too likely to overset the whole 
project It may be stated m a word ‘ The man should hear 
rule in the house^ and not the woman ’ This is an eternal 
axiom, the law of nature, which no mortal departs from 
unpunished I have meditated on this many yeais, and 
every day it grows plainer to me I must not, and I cannot, 
hve m a house of which I am not head I should he mise- 
rable myself, and make all about me miserable Think not 
this comes of an impenous tempei, that I shall be a haish 
and tyranmcal husband to thee God forbid ^ But it is 
the nature of a man, if he is controlled by anything but his 
own leason, that he feels himself degiaded and mcited, be it 
justly or not, to rebeUion and discoid It is the nature of a 
woman agam (for she is entiiely passive, not active) to cling 
to the man for support and direction, to comply with his 
humours and feel pleasure in domg so, simply because they 
are his, to reverence while she loves him, to conquer him not 
by her foice, but by hei weakness, and perhaps^ the cunmng 


^ He probably was going to say ‘ marry again,* but checked himself 
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gipsy, to coinmand lum by obeying him Your mother 
IS of all women the best calcahted foi being a wife, and the 
woist for being a huslarid I know hei, peihaps bettei 
than she thinks , and it is not without affection and sincere 
esteem that I have seen the fundamental structure of her 
chaiactei, and thf^ many Lght capiicious half giaces, half 
follies, that spoit on the siuface of it I could even fancy 
that she might lo\e me also and feel happy beside me, if 
her own true and kindly character were to come into fair 
and free communion with mine, which she might then find 
was neither false noi cruel any more than hei ovn But 
this could only be (I will speak it out at once and boldly, 
for it is the quiet and kind conviction of my judgment, not 
the conceited and selfish conviction of my vanity) — ^this 
could only be in a situation wheie she looked up to me, 

I to hei 

Now think, Liebchen, whether youi mothei vill consent 
to forget hei own iiches and my poverty, and unceitain, 
more piobably my scanty, income, and consent, in the spirit 
of Christian meekness, to make me her guaidian and director^ 
and be a second wife to hei daughter’s husband If she can, 
then I say she is a noble woman, and in the name of tnith 
and affection let us all hve togethei and be one household 
and one heart, till death or her own choice pait us If she 
cannot, which will do anything but surprise me, then also the 
other thing cannot be, must not be , and foi her sake no less 
than for youis and mine we must think of something else 

The Greek chorus would have shaken its head 
ominously, and ntteied its musical cautions, over the 
temper displayed in this letter Yet it is perfectly 
true that Carlyle would have been an unbearable 
inmate of any house, except his father’s, where his 
will was not absolute ‘Gey lU to deal wiV as his 
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mother said The condition which he made was per- 
haps not so much as communicated to Airs Welsh, 
for whom it would have furnished anothei text for a 
warning seimon The ^judicious desperation’ which 
Carlyle recommended to her daughter brought hei to 
submit to going to live at Scotsbrig Under the cir- 
cumstances Mis Welsh, in desperation too, decided 
that the marriage should be celebrated immediately and 
an end made She comfoited herself with the thought 
that being at Templand with her father, she would at 
least be within reach, and could visit Scotsbrig as 
often as she pleased Here, however, new di&culties 
aiose Cailyle, it seems, had made the pioposition 
without so much as consulting his father and mother 
They at least, if not he, weie sensible, when they 
heard of it, of the unfitness of their household to 
receive a lady bi ought up as Miss Welsh had been 
^ Even in summer,’ they said, ^ it would be difficult foi 
her to live at Scotsbrig, and in winter impossible," 
while the notion that Airs Welsh should ever be a 
visitor there seemed as impossible to Cailyle himself 
He had delibeiately intended to bring his wife into a 
circle wheie the suggestion of her mother’s appearance 
was too extravagant to be entei tamed 

You have misconceived (he said) the condition of Scots- 
biig and our only possible means of existence theie You 
talk of your mothei visiting us By day and mght it would 
astonish hei to see this household Oh, no Yop mother 
must not visit mine What good were it ? By an utmost 
exertion on the part of both they might learn, perhaps, 
to toleiate each other, more piobably to pity and partiaUv 
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dislike eaxjli other Better than mutual tolerance I could 
anticipate nothing from them The mere idea of such a 
visit argued too plainly that you Tcnew nothing of the family 
circle m which, for my sake, you were ready to take a place 

It is sad to read such woids Carlyle pretended 
that he knew Mrs Welsh Human creatures are not 
all equally unreasonable , and he knew as little of her 
as he said that her daughter knew of Scotsbrig The 
two mothers, when the family connection brought them 
together, respected each other, could meet without 
difficulty, and part with a mutual regard which increased 
with acquaintance Had the incompatibihty been as 
real as he supposed, Carlyle’s strange oblivion both of 
his intended wife’s and his wife’s mother’s natural 
feelings would still be without excuse 

His mind was fixed, as men’s minds are apt to be 
in such circumstances He chose to have his own 
way, and since it was impossible for Miss Welsh to 
hve at Scotsbng, and as he had on his side determined 
that he would not hve with Mrs Welsh, some alterna- 
tive had to be looked for Once more he had an 
opportunity of showing his defective perception of 
common things Mrs Welsh had resolved to leave 
Haddington and to give up her house there imme- 
diately The associations of the place after her 
daughter was gone would necessarily be most painful 
All her friends, the social circle of which she had 
been the centre, regarded the marriage with Carlyle 
as an extraordinary m&salhance To theni he was 
known only as an eccentric faj;mer’s son without 
profession or prospects, and their pity or their sym- 
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pathy would be alike d^-stressing She had herself 
found him moody, violent, and imperious, and she at 
least could only regard his conduct as utterly selfish 
Men in the situation of lovers often are selfish It is 
only in novels that they are heroic or even considerate 
It occurred to Carlyle that since Mrs Welsh was going 
away the house at Haddington would do well for him- 
self There it stood, ready provided with all that was 
necessary He recollected that Edinburgh was noisy 
and disagreeable, Haddington quiet, and connected with 
his own most pleasant recollections It might have 
occurred to him that under such altered circumstances, 
where she would be surrounded by a number of ac- 
quaintances, to every one of whom her choice appearea 
like madness, Miss Welsh might object to living there 
as much as her mother She made her objections as 
delicately as she could , but he pushed them aside as if 
they were mere disordered fancies, and the fear of 
* nauseous intrusions,’ which had before appeared so 
dreadful to him, he disposed of with the most sum- 
mary serenity ^ To me,’ he calmly wrote, ^ among the 
weightier evils and blessings of existence, the evil of 
impertinent visitors, and so forth, seems but a small 
drop of the bucket, and an exceedingly little thing I 
have nerve in me to despatch that sort of deer for ever 
by dozens in the day ’ 

* That sort of deei ’ were the companions who had 
giown up beside Miss Welsh for twenty years She 
was obliged to tell him peiemptorily tW she would 
not hear of this plan. It would have been happier and 
perhaps better both jor her and for him had she taken 
warning from the unconscious exhibition which he had 
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made of his innei nature After forty years of life with 
him — forty years of splendid labour, in which his 
essential conduct had been pure as snow, and un- 
blemished by a serious fault, when she saw him at 
length rewarded by the honour and admiiation of 
Europe and America — she had to preach nevertheless 
to hei younger friends as the sad lesson of her own ex- 
perience, ^My dear, whatevei you do, never marry a 
man of genius ’ The mountain-peaks of intellect aie 
no homes foi quiet people Those who are cuised or 
blessed with lofty gifts and lofty purposes may be gods 
in their glory and their gieatness, but aie rarely toler- 
able as human companions Carlyle consented to drop 
the Haddington pioposal, not, however, without showing 
that he thought Miss Welsh less wise than he had 
hoped 

The vacant house at Haddington (he said) occurred to 
my recollection like a soib of godsend expiessly suited to 
our purpose It seemed so easy, and on othei accounts so 
indispensable, to let it stand undisposed of for another year, 
that L doubted not a moment but the wliole matter was 
arianged If it turned out, which I reckoned to be impos- 
sible if you weie not distracted in mmd, that you really 
hked better to front the plashes and puddles and the thou- 
sand inclemencies of Scotsbrig through winter than hve 
anothei six months m the house where you had hved all 
your days, it was the simplest process imaginable to stay 
where we were The loss was but of a few months’ rent for 
your mothei’s house, and the certamty it gave ns made its 
great gain'' Even yet I cannot, with the whole Uice of my 
vast intellect, understand how my pioject has failed I wish 
not to undervalue your objections to the place, or your 
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opinion on any snbjecfe whatever, but I confess my inability 
With my present knowledge to leconoile tins very peremptoiy 
distaste with your usual good sense 

Again the plans weie all astiay An Annandale 
cottage was once moie thought of, and once moie, again, 
the diffeience in point of view became pi eminent 

I should have 200Z to begin with (Carlyle said), and 
many an honest couple has begun with less I know that 
wives aie supported, some in peace and dignity, others m 
contention and disgrace, according to their wisdom or their 
foUy, on all mcomes from 14Z a year to 2O0,O00Z , and I 
trusted in Jane Welsh, and still trust in her, foi good sense 
enough to accommodate hei wants to the means of the man 
she has chosen before all others, and to hve with him con- 
tented on whatever it should please Providence to allot him, 
keeping withm then ie%enue, not strugghng to get with- 
out it, and therefore nc\ by whatever arithmetical symbol, 
whether tens, hundieds, or thousands, by which that same 
revenue might be expicssed This is not impossible, or even 
very difficult, provided the will be truly there Say what 
we like, it is in general our stupidity that makes us straitened 
or contemptible The sum of money is a very secondary 
mattei One of the happiest, most piaiseworthy, and leally 
most enviable famihes on the earth at piesent hves within 
two bowshots of me — ^that of Wightman, the licdgei — on the 
produce of fifteenpence per diem, which the man earns 
peacefully with his mattock and biU, not counting himself 
any philosophei for so doing Their cottage on our hill is as 
tidy as a cabinet They have a black-eyed boy whom few 
squiics c^ parallel Their gvtnel is always fuH of meal 
The man is a true, honest, most visely conditioned man, 
an eldei of the congregation, and meeMy but firmly per- 
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suaded that fie shall go to heaven when his hedging here 
below is done What want these knaves that a king should 
have? 

If Carlyle had looked into the economics of the 
Wightman household^ he would have seen that the 
wife made her own and her husband’s and the child’s 
clothes, that she cooked the meals, swept and cleaned 
the house that was ‘tidy as a cabinet,’ washed the 
flannels and the linen, and weeded the garden when 
she required fresh air — ^that she worked m fact at severe 
bodily labour from sunrise to sunset Had he inquired 
into this, it IS possible (though it would have depended 
on his mood) that he might have asked himself whether 
Miss Welsh, setting aside her education and habits, 
was physically capable of these exertions, and whether 
he had a nght to expect her to undertake them 
Happily neither she nor her mother had completely 
parted with their senses They settled the matter at 
last in their own fashion The Haddington establish- 
ment was broken up They moved to Edinburgh, and 
took the house m Comely Bank which Carlyle mentioned 
Mrs Welsh undertook to pay the rent, and the Had- 
dington formture was carried thither She proposed to 
remain there with her daughter till October, and was 
then to remove finally to her father’s house at Templand, 
where the ceremony was to come oflf Carlyle when 
once married and settled in Edinburgh would be in the 
way of any employment which might offer for him 
At Come^ Bank, at any rate, Mrs Welsh could be 
received occasionally as a visitor For immediate 
expenses of hving there was Carlyle’s 200i,, and such 
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additions to it as he could earn Miss Wdlsh recovered 
hope and spirit, and wrote in June from the new home, 
descnbmg it and its position. 

It IS by no means everything one might wish (she said) ; 
but it IS by much the most suitable that could be got, 
particulaily in situation, being within a few minutes’ walk of 
the town, and at the same time well out of its &moke and 
bustle Indeed it would be quite countiy-lookmg, only that 
it IS one of a range , for there is a teal flower garden m 
front, oveishadowed by a fair apieading tree, while the 
windows look out on the greenest helds with never a street 
to be seen As for mteiioi accommodation, there are a 
dinmg loom and a diawing 100m, thiee sleeping rooms, a 
kitchen, and more closets than I can see the least occasion 
for unless you design to be another Blue Beard So you 
see we shall have apartments enough, on a small scale indeed, 
almost laughably small , but if this is no objection m youi 
eyes, neither is it any in mme 

Carlyle was supremely satisfied The knotty problem 
which had seemed so hopeless was now perfectly solved 

To Miss Welsh 

Scotsbrig July 19, 1826 

It is thus the mind of man can learn to command the 
most complex destmy, and like an experienced steersman (to 
speak m a most original figure) to steer its barque through 
all imaginable cuiients, undeicuiients, quicksands, leefs, 
and stormy weather Heie aie two swallows m the cornei of 
my wmdow that have taken a house (not at Ooi^ely Bank) 
this sumnfer , and m spite of diought and bad ciops, aie 
bringing up a family togethei with the highest contentment 
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and unity of soul Surely, surely, Jane Welsh and Thomas 
Oarlyle heie as they stand have m them coiijunotly the 
wisdom ot many swallows Let them exercise it then, in 
Grod’s name, and live happy as these buds of passage are 
doing It IS not natuie that made men unhappy, but then 
own despicable peiveisit^es The Deuce is m the people ^ 
Have they not food and raiment fit for all the wants of the 
body , and wives, and childien, and biotheis, and parents, 
and holiest duties foi the wants of the soul "VS^at ails 
them then, the mnnies ? Their vanity, their despicable, 
very despicable self-concmt^ conjoined with, or rather 
grounded on, then lowness of mind They want to be 
happy, and by happmess they mean pleasure^ a senes of 
'passive enjoyments If they had a quartei of an eye they 
would see that theie not only was not, but could not be such 
a thmg m God’s creation I often seriously thank this 
otherwise very infernal distempei foi having helped to teach 
me these things They are not to be leained without sore 
affliction Happy he to whom even affliction will teach them I 
And here ends my piesent lecture 

The great business having been once arranged, the 
rest of the summer flew swiftly by ^ German Romance 
was finished, and paid for the marriage expenses 
The world was taken into confidence by a formal 
aimouncement of what was impending Miss Welsh, 
writing for the fiist time to hei lelations, sent a 
description of her intended husband to the wife of her 
youngest uncle, Mrs George Welsh She was not 
blinded by affection — ^no one ever less so in her circum- 
stances ^ have not kept back what I believe to have 
been faults in Carlyle, and the lady to whom he was to 
be married knew what they weie better than anyone 
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else can know , yet here was her deliberate opinion of 
him — He stood there such as he had made himself a 
peasant’s son who had mn about baiefoot in Eccle- 
fechan street, with no outward advantages, worn with 
many tioubles bodily and mental His life had been 
pure and without spot He was an admirable son, a 
faithful and affectionate bi other, in all private relations 
blamelessly innocent He had splendid talents, which 
he lather felt than understood , only he was determined, 
m the same high spirit and duty which had governed 
his personal conduct, to use them well, whatever they 
might be, as a trust committed to him, and never, 
never to sell his soul by ti a veiling the primrose path to 
wealth and distinction If honom came to him, honour 
was to come unsought I feel as if in dweUing on his 
wilfulness 

I did him wiong, bemg so majestical, 

To offer him the show of violence 

But I learnt my duty fiom himself to paint him 
as he was, to keep back nothing and extenuate nothing 
I never knew a man whose reputation, take him for 
all in all, would emeige less scathed from so hard a 
scrutiny 

Miss Welsh’s letter was sent to Carlyle after her 
death in 1866 It came to him, as he said, ‘as a 
flash of radiance from above’ One or two slight 
notes which he attached are marked with his initials, 

T- C. 

To Mrs George Welsh^ Boreland, Dur/^nes 

« Templand September, 1826 

My dear Mrs Welsh, — ^You must think me 3ust about 
\0L 1 24 
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the most faithless character m the nation , but I know, my- 
self, that I am far from being so bad as I seem The truth 
IS, the many stiange things I have had to do and think of in 
late months left me no leisure of mind foi wiitmg mere 
complimentary letters , but still you, as well as others of my 
friends, have not been remembered by me with the less 
kmdness that you have seen no expiession of my lemem- 
biance on paper So pray do not go to entertain any haid 
thoughts of me, my good little aunt, seeing that at bottom I 
deserve nothing but lovmg-kindness at your hands Better 
add a spice of long-suflfeimg to youi lovmg-kindness, which 
will make us the very best friends in the world 

It were no news to you what a momentous matter I have 
been busied with * Not to know that would aigue yourself un- 
known ’ For a mariiage is a topic smted to the capacities of 
all livmg , and in this, as m every other known instance, has 
been made the most of But, forasmuch as much bieath has 
been wasted on ‘ my situation,’ I have my own doubts whether 
they have given you any nght idea of it They would tell 
you, I should suppose, first and foiemost, that my intended is 
poor (for that it requiies no great depth of sagacity to dis- 
cover) , and m the next place, most likely, indulge m some 
ciiticisms scarce flattermg on his birth,^ the more likely if 
their o^vn birth happened to be mean or doubtful , and if 
they happened to be vulgar fine people with disputed pre- 
tensions to good looks they would to a certainty set him 
down as unpohshed and ill-looking But a hundred chances 
to one they would not tell you he is among the cleverest 
men of his day— and not the cleverest only, but the most 

* * Q-racie, of Dumfries, kind of “genealogist by trade,” had marked 
long since (oi his own accord, not knowing me) my grandfather to be 
lineally descended from the “ first Lord Carlyle,” and brings us down 
from the brother of the murdered Duncan "^hat laughing my darling 
and I had when that document arrived — T C * 
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enlightened , that he possesses all the qnahties I deem 
essential m my husband — ^a waim, trae heait to love me, a 
towenng intellect to command me, and a spirit of fiie to be 
the gmding sfcai of my hfe ^ Excellence of this soib always 
requires some degree of superionby m those who duly appie- 
ciate it In the eyes of the canaille^ poor soulless wretches, 
it IS mere foolishness , and it is only the canaille who babble 
about other people’s affairs 

Such, then, is this future husband of mine — ^not a great 
man according to the most common sense of the word, but 
tiuly great in its natuial proper sense a scholar, a poet, a 
philosopher, a wise and noble man, one ‘ who holds lus patent 
of nobility from Almighty God,’ and whose L gh statuie of 
manhood is not to be measured by the inch lule of L^lliputs 
Will you like him ? No matter whether you do or not, 
since I hke him in the deepest part of my soul ^ 

I woi Id mvite you to my wedding if I meant to mvite 
anyone , but to my taste such ceremonies cannot be too 
private Besides by making distinctions amongst my lela- 
tions on the occasion, I should be suie to give offence , and 
by God’s blessing I will have no one there who does not feel 
kindly both towards him and me 

My affectionate legards to my uncle , a kiss to wee John , 
and believe me always, 

Your sincere fiiend and dutiful mece, 

Jaiste Welsh ^ 

The wedding day drew on , not without (as was 

* * Alas » alas ’ — T 0 * 

* ‘ G-od bless thee, dear one I — T C * 

* ‘Letter read now — January 24, 1868 — after a sleepless night withal 
such as has too often be^Uen latterly, cuts me through the soul with 
inexpressible feelings — reim)rse no small portion of them Oh ’ my ever 
dear one 1 How was all this fulfilled for thee ^fulfilled ! I — 0 * 

24—2 
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natural) more than the usual nervousness on both sides 
at the irrevocable step which was about to be ventured 
Carlyle knew too well Hhat he was a perverse mortal 
to deal with/ ‘ that the best resolutions made shipwreck 
in practice/ and that ^ it was a chance if any woman 
could be happy with him* ‘The brightest moment 
of his existence,’ as in anticipation he had regarded 
his marriage, was within three weeks of him, yet he 
found himself ‘ splenetic, sick, sleepless, void of faith, 
hope, and charity — ^in short, altogether bad and worth- 
less ’ ‘ I trust Heaven I shall be better soon/ he said , 
‘ a certain incident otherwise will wear a quite original 
aspect’ Clothes had to be provided, gloves thought 
of. Scotch custom not recognising hcences in such 
cases, required that the names of the intended pair 
should be pioclaimed m their respective churches , and 
this to both of them was intolerable They were to be 
married in the morning at Templand, and to go the 
same day to Comely Bank 

Carlyle, thrifty always, considered it might be ex* 
pedient ‘ to take seats in the coach from Dumfries ’ 
The coach would be safer than a carriage, more certain 
of arriving, &c So nervous was he, too, that he wished 
his brother John to accompany them on their journey — 
at least part of the way In her mind the aspect of 
the affair varied between tragic and comic, Carlyle’s 
troubles over the details being ludicrous enough 

I am resolved m spint (she said), and even joyful — ^joyful 
m the facehf the dreaded ceremony, of staivatioa, and of 
every horrible fate Oh, my dearest '^fnend, be always so 
good to me, and I shall make tM best and happiest wife. 
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When I read in yonr looks and woids that you love me, then 
I care not one straw for the whole universe besides But 
when you fly from me to smoke tobacco, or speak of me as a 
mere circumstance of youi lot, then mdeed my heart is 
troubled about many thmgs 

Miss Welsh, too, as well as Carlyle, had a fiery 
temper When provoked she was as haid as flint, with 
possibihties of dangerous sparks of fire She knew her 
tendencies and made the best resolutions — 

I am going really to be a very meek-tempered wife (she 
wrote to him) Indeed, I am begun to be meek-tempeied 
aheady My aunt tells me she could hve for ever with me 
without quarrellmg, I am so reasonable and equable m my 
humour Theie is sometlung to gladden your heart withal 
And more than this, my giandfather observed, while I was 
supping my porridge last mght, that ‘ she was really a douce 
peaceable ^dy that Pen ’ Do you perceive, my good sii, the 
fault wiU be wholly your own if we do not get on most bar- 
momously together 

The grandfather, as Carlyle was coming into his 
family, was studying what he had aheady written 

My grandfather (she added) has been particularly pic- 
turesque these two days On connng down stairs on Sunday 
evenmg I found him pormg over ‘ Wilhehn Meister ’ ‘ A 
stiange choice,’ I obseived, by way of taking the first word 
with him, ‘ foi Sunday reading ’ He answered me qmte 
sharply, ‘ Hot at all, miss , the book is a very good book , it 
IS all about David and Gohah ’ • 

• 

Jest as she would, however, Miss Welsh was 
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frightened and Carlyle was frightened The coach 
suggestion had sent a shiver through her They com- 
forted one another as if they weie going to be executed 

To Thomas Oa'i lyle 

Templand October 10 

Yon desired me to answer yoni letter on Thursday, but I 
have waited anothei post that I might do it bettei, if indeed 
any good thing is to be said undei such horrid circumstances 
Oh do, foi Heaven’s sake, get into a moie benignant humom, 
01 the incident ^vlll not only weai a very original aspect, but 
hkewise a veiy heart-bieakmg one I see not how I am to 
go through with it I tmn quite sick at the thought But 
it weie Job’s oomfoit to vex you with my anxieties and 
‘ seveie affection ’ I will lathei set before you, by way of 
encouiagement, that the puigatory 'Will soon be past, and 
would speak peace where theie is no peace, only that you 
would easily see thiough such affected philosophy There is 
nothing for us then but, hke the Annan congiegation, to 
pray to the Lord 

I have said that I delayed wntmg that I might do it moie 
satisfactorily for this reason I expected to know last night 
when my mothei is to come from Edmbuigh, in which case 
I should have been able to name some day, though not so 
eaily a one as that pioposed , but alas I alas ^ my mothei is 
dilatoiy and unceitam as ever, and the only satisfaction I can 
gi\e you at this tune is to piomise I will soon wiite again 
What has taken hei to Edmbuigh so inopportunely I to set 
some fractions of women cuttmg out white gowns, a thing 
vluch might have been done with all convemence when we 
weie theie laij month But some people are wise, and some 
are otherwise, and I shall be glad to get Jihe gowns any way, 
for I should like ill to put you to chaige m that article for a 
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very gi^dt while Besides, you know ifc woulh be a bad omen 
fco marry m mourning T^en I first put it on, six years 
ago,^ I thought to wear it for ever , but I have found a 
second father, and it were ungrateful not to show, even 
externally, how much I rejoice m him 

I fear you must be proclaimed to your own parish Pity, 
since you are so ashamed of me 1 but I will enhghten you 
on that head also m my next 

With respect to the journey part of the busmess, I loudly 
declare for runnmg the risk of being stuck up part of the 
way (which at this season of the year is next to none) lathei 
than undergo the unheard-of horror of being thrown into the 
company of strangers in such severe circumstances, or possibly, 
which would be stdl wome, of some acquaintance in the stage 
coach For the same reason I prohibit John from going 
with us an inch of the load , and he must not thmk there is 
any unkmdness m this 1 hope your mother is praymg for 
me Give her my affectionate regaids 

Jaeb Welsh 

Carlyle, on his side, tried to allay his fears of what 
Miss Welsh called ‘ the odious ceremony ’ by reading 
Kant, and had reached the hundred and fiftieth page of 
the * Kntik der reinen Vernunft,’ when he found that it 
was too abstruse for his condition, and that Scott’s 
novels would answer better With this assistance he 
tried to look more cheerfully on the adventure 

After an (he said) I beheve we take this impending cere- 
mony fai too much to heart Bless me I Have not many 
people been mai iied before now ^ and were they not all earned 
thiougb with some measuie of Christian comfoa/ft^ and taught 


' For her father She had worn monrnmg ever since 
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to see tliat maiiiage was simply nothing — ^but marriage ? 
Take comage, then, and let no ^cold shudder’ come over 
you , and call not this an odious ceiemony, hut lather a 
blessed oidinance sanctiomng by eaithly laws what is already 
sanctioned m heaven , umting two souls foi woildly joy and 
woe winch m God’s sight have chosen one anothei fiom 
amongst all men Can any load be dark which is leading 
thithei You will see it will be all ‘ smooth as oil,’ notwith- 
standing our forebodings Consider Goethe’s saying, ‘We 
look on oui soholais as so many swimmeis, each of whom in 
the element that thieatened to devour him, unexpectedly feels 
himself borne up and able to make piogiess , and so it is 
with all that man undertakes ’ — with maiiiage as with othei 
things By all reasons, therefore, German and Bnghsh, I 
call on you to be composed m spirit, and to feai no evil in 
this reaUy blessed matter 

To youi ariangements about the journey and the other 
items of the how and when, I can only answei as becomes me 
Be it as thou hast said Let me know youi will and it shall 
be my pleasure And so by the blessing of Heaven we shall 
roll along side by side with the speed of post-horses till we 
amve at Comely Bank I shall only stipulate that you will 
let me, by the load, as occasion sei\es, Bmok& three agars 
without criticism or reluctance, as thmgs essential to my 
pel feet contentment Yet if you object to this article, think 
not that I will break off the match on that account, but 
rather, like a dutiful husband, submit to the everlasting 
ordmance of Providence, and let my wife have her way 

You are very kmd, and more just than I have leason to 
expect, m imputmg my ill-natmed speeches (foi which 
Heaven forgive me) to their true cause — a disordeied ner- 
vous system - Beheve me, Jane, it is not I, but the Devil 
speakmg out of me, which could uttei cone haish word to a 
heart that so httle deserves it Oh, I were blmd and 
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wretched if I could make thee unhappy But it will not and 
shall not be, for I am not natuially a villain , and at bottom 
I do love you well And so when we ha\e leaint to know 
each othei as we are, and got all oui arrangements accom- 
plished and our household set m oidei, I dare promise you 
that it will all be well, and we shall hve fai happiei than we 
have ever hoped Sickness is the oiigin, but no good cause, 
of mdisciiminatmg spleen , if we aie wise we must leain, if 
not to resist, at least to evade its mfluences — ^a science m 
which even I m the midst of my own establishment fancy I 
have made some progiess, and despan not of making moie 
As to the pioclamation, on which I expect }oui advice, 
I protest I had rather be proclaimed in all the parish churches 
of the empne than miss the little biide I have m my eye 
whom I see not how I am to do without So get the gowms 
made leady and loiter not, and tell me, and in a twink* 
ling m& voila ' Thank your aunt foi her kind invitation, 
which I do not lefuse or accept till the next letter, waiting 
to see how matters turn I was suiely born to be a Bedoum 
Without fieedom ‘ I should soon die and do nocht ava ’ My 
chosen abode is m my own house m pieference to the 
palace of Wmdsoi , and next to this shall I not, with the 
man m the play, take my ease at mme mn 
!My mother’s piayers (to speak with all seiiousness) are, I 
do beheve, not wantmg either to you or to me, and if the 
smceie wishes of a tiue soul can have any virtue, we shall 
not want a blessing She bids me send you the kindest 
message I can contrive, which I send by itself without con- 
trivance She says she will have one good greet when we 
set off, and then be at peace Now then what remams but 
that you appoint the date, that you look forward to it with 
tiust m and trust m yourself, and come wtth trust to 
your husband’s arms^nd heait, there to abide through all 
chances for ever ? Oh, we are two ungrateful wretches, m 
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we should be 'happy Write soon, and love me f6r ever , 
and so goodnight, mem Herzemkind Thine auf ewig^ 

T Oarlyle 

So the long drama came to its conclusion The 
banns were published, the clothes made, the gloves 
duly provided The day was the 17th of October, 1826 
Miss Welsh’s final letter, informing Carlyle of the de- 
tails to be observed was humorously headed, ^ The last 
Speech and marrying Words of that unfortunate 
young woman^ Jane Ba^lhe Welsh ’ 

Truly (answered Carlyle), a most dehghtful and swanhke 
melody is m them — a tenderness and warm devoted trust 
worthy of such a maiden biddmg farewell to the unmanied 
3arfch of which she was the faiiest ornament Let us pray 
to God that oui holy purpose is not frustrated Let us 
tiust m Hun and m each other, and fear no evil that can 
befall us 

They were married at Templand in the quietest 
fashion, John Carlyle the only other person present ex- 
cept Miss Welsh’s family Breakfast over, they drove 
off, not m the coach, but in a post-chaise, and without 
the brother. No delays or difl&culties befell them on the 
road Whether Carlyle did or did not smoke his three 
cigars remains unrecoided In the evening they arrived 
safely at Comely Bank 

Regrets and speculations on ' the might have beens ’ 
of hfe are proverbially vain Nor is it certain that 
there is anything to regret The married hfe of 
Carlyle and Jane Welsh was not happy in the* roseate 
sense of happiness In the fret an3. chafe of daily hfe 
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the sharp edges of the facets of two diarfonds remain 
keen, and they never wear into surfaces which har- 
moniously correspond A man and a woman of excep- 
tional originality and genius are proper mates for one 
another only if they have some other object before them 
besides happiness, and are content to do without it 
For the forty years which these two extraordmary 
pel sons lived together, their essential conduct to the 
world and to each other was sternly upright They had 
to encounter poverty in its most threatening aspect — 
poverty which they might at any moment have escaped 
if Carlyle would have sacrificed his intellectual integrity, 
would have earned his talents to the market, and writ- 
ten down to the level of the multitude If he flagged, 
it was his wife who spurred him on 5 nor would she ever 
allow him to do less than his very best She never 
flattered anyone, least of all her husband, and when 
she saw cause for it the sarcasms flashed out from her as 
the sparks fly from lacerated steel Carlyle, on his side, 
did not find m his mamage the miraculous transforma- 
tion of nature which he had promised himself He 
remained lonely and dyspeptic, possessed by thoughts 
and convictions which struggled in him for utterance, 
and which could be fused and cast into form only (as I 
have heard him say) when his whole mind was hke a 
furnace at white heat The work which he has done is 
before the world, and the world has long acknowledged 
what it owes to him It would not have been done as 
well, perhaps it would never have been done at all, if 
he had not had a woman at his side who would bear, 
without itsenting it. the outbreaks of his dyspeptic 
humour, and would shield him from the petty troubles 
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of a poor man’s life — from vexations which would have 
iintated him to madness — by her own incessant toil 
The victory was won, but, as of old m Aulis, not 
without a victim Miss Welsh had looked forward to 
being Carlyle’s intellectual companion, to sharing his 
thoughts and helping him with his writings She was 
not overrating her natural powers when she felt herself 
equal to such a position and deserving it The reality 
was not like the dream Poor as they were, she had to 
work as a menial servant She, who had never known 
a wish ungratified for any object which money could 
buy , she, who had seen the rich of the land at her feet, 
and might have chosen among them at pleasure, with 
a weak frame withal which had never recovered the 
shock of her father’s death — she after all was obliged 
to slave like the wife of her husband’s fiiend Wight- 
man the hedger, and cook and wash and scour and 
mend shoes and clothes for many a weary year Bravely 
she went through it all, and she would have gone 
through it cheerfully if she had been rewaided with 
ordinary gratitude But if things were done rightly, 
Carlyle did not inquire who did them Partly he was 
occupied, partly he was naturally undemonstrative, and 
partly she in generosity concealed from him the worst 
which she had to bear The hardest part of all was 
that he did not see that there was occasion for any 
special acknowledgment Poor men’s wives had to 
work She was a poor man’s wife, and it was fit and 
natural that she should work He had seen his mother 
and his sifters doing the drudgery of his father’s house- 
hold without expecting to be adhnired for domg it. 
Mrs. Carlyle’s life was entirely lonely, save so far as 
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she had other friends He consulted her judgment 
about his wntings, for he knew the value of it, but in 
his conceptions and elaboiations he chose to be always 
by himself He said truly that he was a Bedouin 
^’^en he was at work he could bear no one in the 
room , and at least through middle life, he rode and 
walked alone, not choosing to have his thoughts inter- 
rupted The slightest noise or movement at night 
shattgred his nervous system , therefore he required a 
bedroom to himself, thus fiom the first she saw little 
of him, and as time went on less and less , and she, too, 
was human and irritable Cailyle proved, as his mother 
had known him, ^ ill to deal wi’ ’ G-enerous and kind 
as he was at heart, and as he always showed himself 
when he had leisure to reflect, ^ the Devil,’ as he had 
said, * continued to speak out of him in distempered 
sentences,’ and the bitter arrow was occasionally shot 
back 

Miss Welsh, it IS probable, would have passed through 
hfe more pleasantly had she married someone in her 
own rank of hfe , Carlyle might have gone through it 
successfully with his mother 01 a sister to look after 
him But, after all is said, tiials and sufferings are 
only to be regretted when they have proved too severe 
to be borne Though the lives of the Carlyles were not 
happy, yet if we look at them fiom the begmmng to 
the end they were grandly beautiful Neither of them 
probably under other conditions would have risen to as 
high an excellence as in fact they each achieved , and 
the maiij question is not how happy men <tfid women 
have been m this world, but what they have made of 
themselves. I well remember the bright assenting 



382 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

laugli with which she once responded to some words of 
mine when the propriety was being discussed of relax- 
ing the marriage laws I had said that the true way to 
look at marriage was as a discipline of character* 
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CHAPTEE XX, 

AD 1826 MT 31. 

Maebied life had begun , and the first eighteen months 
of his new existence Carlyle afterwards looked back 
upon as the happiest that he had ever known Yet the 
rest which he had expected did not come immediately 
He could not lest without work, and work was yet to be 
found Men think to mend their condition by a change 
of circumstances They might as well hope to escape 
fiom their shadows His wife was tender, careful, 
thoughtful, patient, but the spirit which possessed her 
husband, whether devil or angel he could hardly tell, 
still left him without peace 

I am still dieadfuUy confused (he wrote to his mother a 
few days after his aiiival at Comely Bank), I am still far 
from bemg at home m my new situation, but I ha\e 

reason to say that I have been meicifuUy dealt with, and if 
an outward man worn with contmual haiassmentsand spirits 
wasted with so many agitations would let me see it, that I may 
fairly calculate on bemg far happiei than I have ever been 
The house is a peifect model, furnished with every accommo- 
dation that heart could desiie, and for my wife, I may say in 
my heart that she is fai better than any othei wifQ, and loves 
me with a» devotedness which it is a mastery to* me how I 
have ever deserved She is gay and happy as a laik, and 
looks with such soft cheerfulness mto my gloomy countenance, 
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that new hope passes oyer into me every time I meet her eye 
In tiuth I was veiy suhen yesteiday, sick with sleeplessness, 
nervous, bihons, splenetic, and all the rest of it 

His days were spent m solitary wanderings by the 
sad autumnal sea He begged his bi other John to 
come to him 

I am all m a maze (he said), scarce knowing the right 
hand from the left in the path I have to walk I am still 
imperfectly supphed with sleep , no wonder theiefoie that my 
sky should be tinged with gloom Meanwhile, tell my 
mother that I do beheve I shall get hefted to my new situa- 
tion, and then be one of the happiest men alive Tell hei 
also that by Jane’s expiess lequest I am to lead a seimon and 
a chaptei with commentary, at least every Sabbath mommg, 
to my household, also that we are taking seats m church, and 
design to hve soberly and devoutly as beseems us On the 
whole this wife of mme surpasses my hopes She is so 
toleiant, so kind, so cheerful, so devoted to me oh that I 
were worthy of hei » Why am I not happy then ? Alas I 
Jack, I am bihous I have to swallow salts and oil , the 
physic leaves me pensive yet quiet in heait, and on the whole 
happy enough , but the next day comes a bmning stomach 
and a heart full of bitterness and gloom 

The entries m his daiiy are stiU more desponding 

Becernber 7, 1826 — ^My whole life has been a contmual 
mghtmare, and my awakening will be m hell — Tieok 

There is- just one man unhappy he who is possessed by 
some idea which he cannot convert into action, or still more 
which restrains or withdraws him from action — Goethe, 
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The end of man is an action, not a thonghi? — Aeistotle 

Adam is fabled by the Talmudists to have had a wife 
before Eve she was called Ldith, and then progeny was all 
manner of aquatic and aeiial — devils — ^Bueton 

As he grew more composed, Caiiyle thought of 
writing some kind of didactic novel He could not 
write a novel, any more than he could wiite poetry 
He had no %nvenUon His genius was for fact , to lay 
hold on truth, with all his intellect and all his imagina- 
tion He could no more invent than he could he 
Still he laboured at it in his thoughts, and in the 
intervals he threw himself into a couise of wide and 
miscellaneous reading Sir Thomas Browne, Ealeigh, 
Shaftesbury, Herder, Tieck, Hans Sachs, Werner, Sir 
William Temple, Scahger, Burton, Ahson, Mendelssohn, 
Fichte, ScheUing, Kant, Heyne, Italian books, Spanish 
books, French books, occupied or at least distracted 
him, tod short extracts or observations mark his steps 
as he went along. 

December 8, 1826 — ^The conclusion of the essay on Uin- 
buiial (Sir Thomas Biowne) is absolutely beautiful a still 
elegiac mood, so soft, so deep, so solemn and tender, hke the 
song of some departed samt flitting famt under the eveila&t- 
mg canopy of night , an echo of deepest meamng ‘ from the 
gieat and famous nations of the dead ’ Browne must have 
been a good man What was his histoiy ^ What the real 
form of his character ? Ab%it ad plures ‘ He hath gone to 
the greater numbei ’ Two infants reasoning m the womb 
about the nature of this hfe might be no unhandsome type of 
two men reasomng heie about the life that is to come I 
should like to know moie of Biowne , but I ought to under- 
stand his time betterlalso What are we to make of this old 
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English hteratnre ^ Touches of true beauty are thicHy 
scattered over these works , great learning, solidity of 
thought , hut much, much that now cannot avail any longer 
Certainly the sprit of that age was far better than that of 
ours Is the foim of our hteratuie an impiovement intrin- 
sically, or only a foim bettei adapted to oui actual condi- 
tion ? I often think the latter Difficulty of speaking on 
these points without affectation We know not what to think, 
and would gladly think something very striking and pretty 

Sir Walter Ealeigh’s ‘Advice to his Son,’ worldly wise, 
sharp, far-seeing The motto, ‘ Uothmg like getting on ’ Of 
Burghley’s ‘ Advice ’ the motto is the same , the execution, if 
I nghtly remember, is m a gentler and more lovmg spmt 
Walsingham’s ‘Manual’ I did not lead These men of 
Elizabeth’s are hke so many Eomans or Creeks Were we 
to seek for the Oessars, the Ciceros, Peiioles, Alcibiades of 
England, we should find them nowhere if not in that eia 
Wheiefore are these things hid, or worse than hid, piesented 
m false tinsel colouis, oiiginating m affected ignorahce and 
producmg affected ignoiance ? Would I knew lightly about 
it and could present it rightly to others For ‘ hear, alas » 
this mournful truth, nor hear it with a frown ’ There in 
that old age hes the ovUy iim poetical hteratme of England 
The poets of the last age took to pedagogy (Pope and his 
school), and shrewd men they weie , those of the present 
age to ground and lofty tumbling, and it will do your heart 
good to see how they vault 

It is a damnable heresy m criticism to maintain eithei 
expressly oi imphcitly that the ultimate object of poetry is 
sensation That of oookeiy is such, but not that of poetry 
Sir Walter Scott is the great mtellectual restaurateur of 
Europe H> might have been numbeied among ^he Con- 
script Fathers He has chosen the wcp^ser part, and is onlj 
a huge Publicanus What aie his novels — ^any one of them ? 
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A bont of champagne, claret, port, or even ale dnnking 
Are we wiser, better, hoher, stronger ? No We have been 
amused Oh, Sir Walter, thou knowest so well that Yvrtm 
laudatur et alget ' Byron — ^good generous hapless Byron ^ 
And yet when he died he was only a Kraftmann (Pow&r- 
man as the Geimans call them) Had he hved he would 
have been a poet 

What shall I say of Herdei’s ‘Ideen zur Philosophie 
del Geschichte dei Menschheit ’ ^ An extraordinary book, 
yet one which by no means wholly pleaseth me If Herder 
weie not known as a devout man and clerk, his book would 
be reckoned atheistical Eveiythmg is the effect of circum- 
stances or oiganisation Et war was er seyn Iconnte The 
breath of hfe is but a higher mtensation of hght and elec- 
tricity This IS surely very dubious, to say no worse of it 
Theories of this and kmdred sorts deform his whole work — 
imm ortality not shown us, but left us to be hoped for and 
to be Ijeheved by faith This world sufficiently explainable 
without reference to another Strange ideas about the Bible 
and rehgion , passmg stiange we thmk them foi a clergy- 
man Must see more of Heider He is a new species m 
some degree 

Deceml&r 7 — Chateaubriand, Pnedrich Schlegel, Werner, 
and that class of man among ourselves, are one of the 
distmctive features of the tune When Babylon the Great 
IS about to be destroyed, hei doom is already appomted 
by infidehty , and rehgion, too much mterwoveu with that 
same Babylon, has not yet risen on her nund, but seems 
lather, only seems, as if about to perish with her A curious 
essay mught be written on the customary grounds of human 
behef Yes, it is tiue The decisions of leasorf {V&rnmft) 
are supefioi to those of understanding {Ver stand) The 
latter vary m every age (by what law ? ), while the former 
last foi evei, and are the same in all forms of manhood 

26— —2 
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Oh Parson Alison, what an essay ‘ On Taste ’ is that of 
thine I Oh most intellectual Athenian, what accounts are 
those you give us of Moiahty and Faith, and all that really 
makes a man a man ? Can you believe that the ^ Beautiful ’ 
and ‘ Good ’ have no deeper root in us than ^ association,’ 
‘ sympathy,’ ‘ calculation ’ ? Then, if so, whence, m Heaven’s 
name, comes this sympathy, the pleasure of this association, 
the olhgancy of this utihty ? You stiive, like the witch in 
Hoffmann to work fiom the outside mwards, and two inches 
below the surface you will nevei get 

The philosophy of Yoltaue and his tribe exhilarates and 
fills us with gloiymg for a season — ^the comfort of the Indian 
who warmed himself at the flames of his bed 

A clown that kiUed his ass for drinking up the moon, ut 
Imam mundo redderet In Lud Fives True of many 
Clitics of sceptics The sceptics have not diunk up the 
moon, but the reflection of it in their own duty puddles ; 
therefore need not be slain 

January^ 1827 — Bead Mendelssohn’s * Phsedon,’ a half 
translation, half imitation of Plato’s ‘ Phaedon,’ or last 
thoughts of Socrates on the immortahty of the soul On the 
whole a good book — ^and convincmg ? Ay de mi ' These 
thmgs, I fear, are not to be pioved but beheved ; not seized 
by the understanding, but by faith However, it is some- 
thmg to remove errors if not mtroduce truths , and to show 
us that our analogies drawn from corpoieal things aie entuely 
mapphcable to the case For the present, I will confess it, 
I scarce see how we can reason with absolute certamty on 
the nature or fate of anythmg, f oi it seems to me we only see 
our own perceptions and then relations , that is to say, our 
soul sees onJy its own partial reflex and manner of existmg 
and conceivfng 

Sajyimtia pnma est sttdhfid car'dtsse FuUy as well 
thus, Stultitia jpnma est saytentid caruisse the case of all 
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materialist metapliysicians, most utilitarians, moralists, and 
generally all negative pMosoplieis, by whatever name they 
call themselves It was God that said Yes It is the Devil 
that for ever says No 

Leibmtz and Descartes found all tiuth to rest on our see- 
ing and behevmg in God We Enghsh have found our seemg 
and behevmg m God to lest on all tiuth, and pietty woik we 
have made of it 

Is not pohtical economy useful ^ and ought not Joseph 
Hume and MaccuUoch to be honoured of all men My cow 
IS useful, and I keep hei in the stable, and feed her with 
oilcake and ‘ chaff and dregs,’ and esteem hei truly But 
shall she hve m my pailour ? No , by the Fates, she shall 
hve m the stall 

Vutue IS its own leward, but in a very diffeient sense 
than you suppose, Dr Gowkthiapple Th^pleaswre it bungs ^ 
Had you ever a diseased hver ? I will mamtam, and appeal 
to all competent 3udges, that no evil conscience with a good 
neivoils system evei caused a tenth part of the naisery that a 
bad nervous system, conjomed with the best conscience m 
natuie, wiH always produce What follows, then ? Pay off 
youi moiahst, and hue two apothecaries and two cooks 
Socrates is mfenor to Oaptam Barclay , and the ‘ Enchiiidion ’ 
of Epictetus must hide its head before Kitchener’s ‘ Peptic 
Piecepts ’ Heed not the immortahty of the soul so long as 
you have beefsteaks, portei, and — ^blue pills Das hole der 
Teufel f Viitue is its own lewaid, because it needs no 
leward 

To piove the existence of God, as Paley has attempted 
to do, IS like hghtmg a lantern to seek for the sun If you 
look hard by your lantern, you may miss your search 

An historian must write, so to speak, in lines , but every 
event is a superficies Nay, if we search out its causes, a 
solid Hence a piimarv and almost mcurable defect m the 
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arb of narration, which only the very best can so much as 
approxunately remedy N B I nnderstand this myself I 
have known it foi years, and have written it now, with the 
purpose, perhaps, of writing it at large elsewhere 

The courtesies of pohtical hfe too often amount to httle 
more than this, ‘ Sir, you and I care not two brass farthmgs 
the one foi the other We have and can have no friendship 
for each other Nevertheless, let us enact it if we cannot 
practise it Do you tell so many hes, and I shall tell so 
many , and depend on it, the lesult will be of great service 
to both For is not this December weather very cold ^ 
And though our grates are full of ice, yet if you keep a 
picture of fire before youis, and I another before mine, will 
not this be next to a leal coal and wood affaii ^ ’ 

Goethe (‘Dichtung und Wahrheit,’ u 14) asserts that 
the sublime is natural to all young persons and peoples , 
but that dayhght (of reason) destioys it unless it can unite 
itself with the Beautiful , m which case xt remains m- 
destructible — fine observation 

The economies, all this time, had to be attended to, 
and the prospect refused to brighten , and this did not 
mend Carlyle’s spirits 

No talent for the market, thought I — ^none , the reverse 
rather (so he says of himself, looking back m latei years) 
Indeed, I was conscious of no considerable talent whatever, 
only of infimte shyness and abstruse humour, veiled pride, 
<fec , and looked out oftenest on a scene that was abundantly 
menacing to me What folly was m all this, what pusil- 
lanimity and beggarly want of hope Nothing m it now 
seems respecfeble except that of ‘unfitness for the market,’ 
&c , namely, the faith I had m me, an4 never would let go, 
that it was better to perish than do dishonest woik, or do 
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one’s honest work otherwise than well All the lest I may 
now blush for, and perhaps pity , blush for especially 

One piece of good fortune the Carlyles had He had 
some friends m Edinburgh and she many, and he was 
thus forced out of himself He was not allowed after 
aU to treat visitors as ^nauseous intruders ’ His wife 
had a genius for small evemng entertainments , httle 
tea parties such as in after days the survivors of us 
remember m Cheyne Eow, over which she presided 
with a grace all her own, and where wit and humour 
were to be heaid flashing as in no other house we ever 
found or hoped to find These began in Edinburgh, 
and no one who had been once at Comely Bank refused 
a second invitation Brewster came and De Quincey, 
pemtent for his article on * Meister,’ and Sir William 
Hamilton and Wilson (though Wilson for some reason 
was shy of Carlyle), and many moie 

Carlyle, finding no employment offered him, was 
trying to make it He sketched a prospectus for a 
literary Annual Eegister, * a work which should perform 
for the intelligent part of the reading world such sei vices 
as ** Forget-me-Nots,” Souvenirs,” &c seemed to pei- 
form for the idle part of it ’ ‘ It was to exhibit a com- 

pressed view of the actual progress of m%nd in its 
various manifestations during the past year ’ The sub- 
jects were to be ^ biographical portraits of distinguished 
persons lately deceased,’ ® essays, sketches, miscellanies 
of various sorts, illustrating the existing state of litera- 
ture, morals, and manners — on which points,’ Carlyle 
thought, * several things might be adducedf not a httle 
surprising to the optimists and the mob of gentlemen 



392 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 

that wrote wi^h ease ’ * Thirdly, critiques with extracts 
fiom the few really good books produced m England, 
Grermany, and France, an essence of reviewing, a spirit 
of the literary produce of the year’ * Fourthly, a 
similar account might be given of works of art and 
discoveries of science.* ^ Fifthly, though politics were 
to be excluded, any incidents, misfortunes, delusions, 
crimes, or heroic actions illustrative of the existing 
spiritual condition of man, might be collected and pre- 
served ’ Poetry was to be admitted if it could be had 
good of its kind, only ^ with rigid exclusion of Odes 

written at ^ Verses to , and the whole genus 

of Songs by a Person of Quahty.* 

Pity that no Edinburgh or London pubhsher could 
see his way to assistmg Carlyle in this enterprise , for 
he would have written most of it himself, and such a 
record would now be of priceless value. But he was 
unknown and unprepossessing Neither the Meister 
nor the Schiller were seUing as well as had been ex- 
pected The booksellers hung back, and they judged 
rightly, perhaps, for their own interests Carlyle, hke 
all really original writers, had to create the taste which 
could appreciate him The scheme came to nothing, 
and his small capital was slowly melting away 
The picture of the Comely Bank life given in the 
• Eemimscences * may be supplemented from the family 
letters. 

/cwie Welsh Ca/tlyle to Mrs Carlyle^ Scotshrig ^ 
Comely Bank December 9, 1826 

My dear Mother, — must nob let the letter go" without 
* Being a postscript to a letter of Carlyle’s own 
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adding my ‘ Be of good cheer ’ Ton would rejoice to see 
how much better my husband is since we came hither And 
we are really very happy When he falls on some worh we 
shall be still happier Indeed I should be very stupid or 
very thankless if I did not congratulate myself every hour of 
the day on the lot which it has pleased Providence to assign 
me My husband is so kmd, so in all lespects after my own 
heart I was sick one day, and he nursed me as well as my 
own mother could have done, and he never says a hard word 
to me unless I nobly deserve it We see great numbers of 
people, but are always most content alone My husband 
reads then, and I read or work, or just sit and look at him, 
which I really find as piofitable an employment as any othei 
God bless you and my httle Jean, whom I hope to see at no 
very distant date 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Garlyle^ Scotshig 

* Comely Bank January 2, 1827 

My dear Mother,— At length Tait (the pubhshei) has 
given me an opportumty of sendmg off the weary book,^ and 
along with it a word oi two to enquue after your welfare and 
assure you of my own The German Eomance I have 
inscribed to my father, though I know he will not read ahne 
of it From you, however, I hope better things , and at any 
rate I have sent you a book which I am suie you will read, 
because it relates to a reaJly good man, and one engaged m a 
cause which all men must reckon good You must accept 
this ‘ Life of Henry Maityn ’ as a new year’s gift from me , 
and while reading it beheve that your son is a kmd of 
missionary m his way — not to the heathen of India, but to 
the British heathen, an innumerable class whom he would 
gladly dd something to convert if his perplexities and mam 


* Cerman Bomance 
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fold infirmities would give him leave We must wait 
patiently and study to do what service we can, not despising 
the day of small things, but meekly trusting that hereafter 
it may be the day of greater 

I am beginning to be very mstant for some sort of occu- 
pation, which, indeed, is my chief want at present I must 
stir the waters and see what is to be done Many many 
plans I have, but few of them, I doubt, aie likely to prove 
acceptable at present , the times aie so bad, and bookselling 
trade so dull Something, however, I will fix upon, for work 
IS as essential to me as meat and drmk Of money we are 
not m want The othei mormng Mrs Welsh sent us a letter 
with sixty pounds enclosed, feaiing lest cleanness of teeth 
might be ready to overtake us I thought it extremely kind 
and handsome , but we returned the cash with many thanks, 
wishmg to fight our own battle at least tiH the season of 
need arrive 

I have not said a word yet about your kind Scotsbng 
package It was all nght and m ordei, only that a few of 
the eggs (the box not bemg completely stuffed and firm) had 
suffered by the carnage Most part of these Jane has already 
converted mto custards, pancakes, or the other like ware , 
the others I am eatmg and find excellent A woman comes 
here weekly with a fresh stock to us, and I eat just one 
daily, the pnce bemg 15^? per dozen Now, my dear mother, 
you must make Ahck wnte to me, and tell me all that is 
gomg on with himself or you Wish all hands a happy new 
year m my name, and assuie them all, one by one, that I 
will love them truly aU my days 

Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle. 

Comfiy Bank February 8, 

Our situation at Comely Bank contmues to be unexcep- 
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fcionable — ^nay, m many points truly enviable HI health is 
not harder on us than usual, and all other thmgs aie about 
as one could wish them It is stiange, too, how one gets 
habituated to sickness I beai my pam as Christian did his 
pack m the ‘ Pilgrim’s Piogiess,’ strapped on too tightly for 
throwing off , but the straps do not gall me as they once did , 
in fact, I beheve I am lathei bettei, and certainly I have not 
been happier foi many a yeai Last iveek, too, I fairly began 
— a book ^ Heaven only knows what it will turn to, but I 
have sworn to finish it You shall hear about it as it pro- 
ceeds, but as yet we aie only got through the first chapter 
You would wonder how much happier steady occupation 
makes us, and how smoothly we all get along Directly 
after breakfast the good wife and the Doctoi ^ letiie upstairs 
to the drawing-ioom, a little place all fitted up hke a lady’s 
workbox, where a spunk of fiie is ht for the foienoon , and 
I meanwhile sit scribbling and meditatmg and wrestlmg 
with the powers of dullness, till one or two o’clock, when I 
sally forth mto the city or towards the seashore, takmg care 
only to be home for the important pm pose of consuming 
my mutton chop at four After dinner we all lead learned 
languages till coffee (which we now often take at night in- 
stead of tea), and so on till bedtime , only that Jane often 
sews , and the Doctor goes up to the celestial globe, studying 
the fixed stars thiough an upshoved window, and geneially 
comes down to his ponidge about ten with a nose droppmg 
at the extremity Thus pass our days m oui turn little 
cottage, fai fiom all the uproar and putrescence (material 
and spiritual) of the reeky town, the sound of which we hear 
not, and only see over the knowe the reflection of its gashghts 
against the dusky sky, and bless ourselves that we have 

* The 

* John Carlyle, now staying with them 
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aeither part nor lot in the matter Many a tune on a soft 
mild night I smoke mj pipe m our httle flower garden, and 
look upon all this and think of all absent and present friends, 
and feel that I have good reason ‘ to be thankful I am not 
in Purgatory * 

Of society we might have dbundance People come on 
foot, on horseback, and even in wheeled carnages to see us, 
most of whom Jane receives upstairs, and despatches with 
assurances that the weathei is good, bad, or mdiffeient, and 
hints that their friendship passes che love of women We 
receive invitations to dinner also , but Jane has a cir- 
culai — or rathei two circulais — one for those she values, and 
one for those she does not value , and one or other of these 
she sends m excuse Thus we give no dinneis and take none, 
and by the blessmg of heaven design to persist m this course 
so long as we shall see it to be best Only to some three or 
four chosen people we give notice that on Wednesday nights 
we shall always be at home, and glad if they will caU and 
talk for two hours with no other entertamment but 3. cordial 
welcome and a cup of innocent tea Few Wednesday evenmgs 
(pass) accoidmgly when some decent soul oi othei does not 
step m and take his place among us , and we converse and 
really, I think, enjoy ourselves moie than I have witnessed at 
any beef-eatmg and wme-bibbmg convention which I have 
been trysted with attendmg 

I had almost f oigot to tell you that I have in my pocket a 
lettei of mtroduction to Jeffrey of the^Edinbuigh Review ’ 
It was sent to me from Procter of London One of these 
days I design piesentmg it, and you shall hear the result 

Jane Welsh Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle^ Scoislyrig 
21 OoiiS^ly Bank Febmar} 17 

My husband is busy below stairs, and I, it seems, am 
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time to be the writer — ^with greater willingness than 
abihty, mdeed, for I have been very stupid these some days 
with cold But you must not be left in the idea that we 
are so neglectful as we have seemed A htfcle packet was 
actually written to go by the carrier on Wednesday , when 
the ram fell and the wmd blew, so that no hvmg cieature 
dared venture to his quarters The Doctor pioceeded thithei 
as early as was good foi has health, m case fortune m the 
shape of bad weather, or whisky, had mtei posed delay By 
that time, however, earner, boxes, and Bobby weie all far on 
the road , so you see theie was nothmg foi it but to write 
by post, which I lose no time m doing 

And now let me thank you foi the mce eggs and buttei, 
which arrived m best preservation and so oppoitunely— just 
as I was lamenting over the emptied cans as one who had 
no hope Eeally it is most kmd m you to be so mindful 
and helpful of our town wants, and most giatifymg to us to 
see omselves so cared for 

The new book is gomg on at a regular rate, and I would 
fam peisuade myself that his health and spuits are at the 
same regular rate improving Moie contented he certainly 
IS smee he apphed himself to this task, for he was not born 
to be anything but miserable m idleness Oh that he were 
mdeed well, well beside and occupied as he ought 
How plain and clear life would then he befoie us I I verily 
beheve theie would not be such a happy pan of people on 
the face of the whole eaith. Yet we must not wish this too 
earnestly How many piecious thmgs do we not already 
possess which others have not, have hardly an idea of I Let 
us enjoy them then, and bless Gtoi that we are permitted 
to enjoy them lather than importune his goodness with 
vam longmg for more Indeed we have a most quiet and 
even happy hfe here Withm doors all is warm, is swept 
and garnished, and without the country is no longer wmter 
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like, but begmnmg to be gay and green Many pleasant 
people come to see us , and such of our visitois as are not 
pleasant people have at least the good effect of enhancing 
the pleasuies to us of being alone Alone we are never 
weary If I have not Jean’s enviable gift of talking, I 
am at least among the best listeneis in the kingdom, and 
my husband has always something interesting and insti ac- 
tive to say Then we have books to read — ^all sorts of them, 
from Scott’s Bible down to novels — ^and I have sewmg- 
needles, and purse-needles, and all conceivable implements 
for ladies’ work There is a piano, too, for ^soothmg the 
savage breast ’ when one cares f oi its chaims , but I am sorry 
to say neither my playmg noi my singing seems to give Mr 

0 much dehght I console myself, however, with imputing 
the blame to his want of taste lathei than to my want of 
skm 

So Jean is not coming yet Well, I am sorry foi it , but 

1 hope the tune is coming In the mean time she must be 
a good girl, and read as much as she has time for, and above 
all things cultivate this talent of speech It is my husband’s 
worst fault to me that I will not or cannot speak Often 
when he has talked for an hour without answei*, he will beg 
for some signs of life on my part and the only sign I can 
give IS a httle kiss Well, that is better than nothing , 
don’t you think so ? 


She might well say, ^He has talked for an hour 
without answer’ It was not easy to answer Carlyle 
Already it seems his power of speech, unequalled so far 
as my experience goes by that of any other man, had 
begun to Open itself ‘ Carlyle first, and all the rest no- 
where,’ was the description of hiiS by one of the best 
judges m London, when speaking of the great talkers of 
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the day His vast reading, his mimite observation, his 
miraculously retentive memory, gave him something 
valuable to say on every subject which could be raised 
What he took into his mind was dissolved and recrys- 
tallised into original combinations of his own His 
writing, too, was as fluent as his speech His early 
letters — even the most exquisitely finished sentences of 
them — are in an even and beautiful hand without 
erasure or alteration of a phiase Words flowed from 
him with a completeness of form which no effort could 
improve When he was excited it was hke the erup- 
tion of a volcano, thunder and lightning, hot stones 
and smoke and ashes He had a natural tendency to 
exaggeration, and although at such times his extra- 
ordinary metaphors and flashes of Titanesque humour 
made him always worth hstening lo, he was at his best 
when talking of history or poetry or biography, or of 
some cbntemporary person or incident which had 
either touched his sympathy or amused his delicate 
sense of absurdity His laugh was from his whole 
nature, voice, eyes, and even his body And there 
was nevei any mahce in it His own definition of 
humour, *a genial sympathy with the under side,^ 
was the definition also of his own feeling about all 
things and all persons, when it was himself that was 
speaking, and not what he called the devil that was 
occasionally in possession In the long years that I 
was intimate with him I nevei heard him tell a 
mahcious stoiy or say a malicious word of any human 
being His language was sometimes hke t£e rolling 
of a grea€ cathedral grgan, sometimes hke the softest 
flute-notes, sad or playfol as the mood or the subject 
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might be; and yon listened — ^threw in, perhaps, ar 
occasional word to show that yon went along with him, 
but yon were simply charmed, and listened on without 
caring to interrupt Interruption, indeed, would answer 
little purpose, for Carlyle did not bear contradiction 
any better than Johnson Contradiction would make 
him angry and unreasonable He gave yon a full 
picture of what was in his own mind, and yon took it 
away with yon and reflected on it. 

This singular faculty — which, from Mis Carlyle’s 
language, appears to have been shaied in some degree 
by his sister Jean — had been the spell which had won 
his wife, as Othello’s tales of his adventures won the 
heart of Desdemona , and it was already biightenmg 
the evenings at Comely Bank. She on her side gives 
an imperfect idea of her own occupations when she 
describes herself as busy with needlework and books 
and the piano They kept but one servant, andneither 
she nor her husband could endure either dirt or 
disorder, while Carlyle’s sensitive stomach required 
a more delicate hand m the kitchen than belonged 
to a maid ol all work The days of the loaf — ^her 
first baking adventnie, which she watched as Ben- 
venuto Cellim watched his Perseus — were not yet 
Edinburgh bread was eatable, and it was not till they 
were at Craigenputtock that she took charge of the 
oven But Carlyle himself has already described her 
as making the damaged Scotsbng eggs mto custards 
and puddings * When they mamed,’ Miss Jewsbury 
says, ‘ she had determined that he should never write 
for money, but only when he had something to say, 
and that she would make whatever money he gave her 
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answer for ail needful purposes Slie managed so well 
tliat comfort was never absent from her house, and 
no one looking on could have guessed whether they 
were rich or poor Whatever she had to do she did 
with a pecuhar personal grace that gave a chaim to 
the most prosaic details But she had to put her 
hand to tasks of the rudest kind No one who in later 
years saw her lying on the sofa in broken health and 
languor would guess the amount of energetic hard 
woik she had done in her hfe Her insight was hke 
witchcraft When she was to make her first pudding 
she went into the kitchen and locked the door on 
herself, havmg got the servant out of the road It 
was to be such a pudding — ^not just a common pudding 
but something special, and it was good, being made 
with care by weight and measure * 

Thus prettily Carlyle’s married hfe began, the kmd 
friends at Scotsbng sending weekly supphes by the 
earner But even with Mrs Cailyle to husband them 
the visible financial resources were ebbing and must 
soon come to low water , and on this side the prospect 
resolutely refused to mend The novel was a failure 
and eventually had to be burnt The hope which had 
vaguely hngered of some regular and salaried appoint- 
ment faded away Overtmes of vanous kinds to 
London publishers had met with no acceptance Grer- 
man Eomance was financially a failure also, and the 
Edinburgh pubhshers would make no future ventures 
Under these conditions it is not wonderful that (re- 
solved as he was never to get into money ^iifficulties) 
Carlyle’s mind reverted before long to his *old scheme 
of setthng at Craigenputtock He no longer thought 
von X. 26 
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of turning famer himself Hxs wife’s ridicule would 
have saved him from any rash enterprise of that land. 
But his brother Alick was still willing to undertake 
the farm and to make a rent out of it For himsell 
he looked to it only as a cheap and quiet residence 
His Hoddam experience had taught him the superior 
economy of a country life At Craigenputtock he could 
have his horse, pure air, milk diet, all really or theoreti- 
cally essential to his health Edinburgh society he 
considered was of no use to him , practical Edinburgh, 
he was equally sure, would do nothing for him , and 
away on the moors ‘ he could go on with his literature 
and with his hfe-task generally in the absolute sohtude 
and pure silence of nature, with nothing but loving 
and helpful faces round him under clearly improved 
omens’ To his wife he did recognise that the 
experiment would be unwelcome She had told him 
before her marnage that she could not hve a month at 
Craigenputtock with an angel, while at Comely Bank 
she had httle to suffer and something to enjoy 

Her modest days (he says), which never demanded much 
to make them happy, weie begmning to have many httle 
joys and amusements of their own m that bixght scene, and 
she would have to change it f oi one of the lonehest, mooriest, 
and dullest m nature To her it was a great saciifice, if 
to me it was the reverse , hut at no moment, even by a look, 
did she ever say so Indeed I thmk she never felt so at all 
She would have gone to Nova Zembla with me, and found %t 
the right place had benefit to me or set purpose of mine lam 
there. 

Only one recommendation Craigenputtock could have 
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had to Mrs Carlyle — ^that it was her own ancestral 
property, and that her father had been born there 
Happily her mother, when the scheme was mentioned 
to her, approved heartily Templand was but fifteen 
miles from Craigenputtock gate, not more than a 
morning’s nde, and firequent meetings could be looked 
forward to The present tenant of Craigenputtock was 
m arrears with his rent, and was allowing house and 
fences to go to ruin Some change or other had 
become indispensable, and Mrs Welsh was so anxious 
to have the Carlyles there that she undertook to put 
the rooms in repair and to pay the expenses of the 
move 

After a week or two of consideration Carlyle joined 
his brother Ahck in the middle of April at Dumfries, 
Mrs Welsh paying her daughter a visit dming his 
absence They drove out together and examined the 
place, Und the result was that the tenant was to go, 
while Carlyle was to enter into possession at Whitsun- 
tide , the house was to be made habitable, and, unless 
some unforeseen good luck should befall Carlyle mean- 
while, he and his wife were to follow when it was ready 
to receive them One pretty letter from her has been 
preserved, which was wiitten to her husband when he 
was absent on this expedition. 

To Thomas Cailyle* 

ComeljBanfc April, 1827 

Dear, Dear— Cheap, Cheap, ^ — I met the postman yesterday 

* * Cheap 1 cheap ! * was%n answer with which Carlyle had replied once 
to some endearment of hers 


26—2 
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mommg, and something bade me ask if there were any 
letteis Imagme my agitation when he gave me yours four 
and twenty hours befoie the appointed tune I was so glad 
and so frightened, so eager to know the whole contents that 
I could haidly make out any part In the little tobacconist’s, 

wheie I was fain to seek a quiet place, I did at length, with 
much heait-beatmg, get thiough the precious paper, and 
found that you still loved me pretty weU, and that the 
* Ciaig o’ Putto ’ was still a hope , as also that if you come 
not back to pool Goody on Satuiday it wiU not be for want 
of wiH ^ Ah ^ noi yet wiU it be for want of the most fervent 
prayeis to Heaven that a longmg Goody can put up , for I 
am sick — ^sick to the heart — of this absence, which indeed 
I can only bear m the faith of its being brief 
Alas, the poor Ciaig o’ Putto I What a way it is m with 
these good-foi-nothing sluggards 1 I need not recommend 
to you to do all that is possible — ^nay, ‘ to do the impossible ’ 
— ^to get them out Even suppose we did not wish the place 
foi omselves, it would be miserable to consign it to such 
hands You will use all fair means, therefore, to recover it 
from them — ^that is, aU honest means , for, as to the tender- 
ness and dehcacy which would have been becommg towaids 
a worthy tenant, it were heie out of place I shall be very 
anxious until I heai from you again Would to heaven the 
busmess was settled, and m the way we wish ^ These per- 
plexities and suspenses are not good foi bihous people: 
indeed, they are makmg me positively lU How often smce 
you went have I been reminded of your figure about the hot 
ashes (?), and my head has ached more continuously than at 
any time these six months But health and spuits will come 
back when my husband comes back with good news — or, 
rather, wheii he comes back at all, whether his news be good 


> Goody was Carlyle's name for his wife at this time 
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or bad • . To be sepaiated from you one week is frightful 
as a foretaste of what it might be, but I will nob think of this 
if I can help it , and after all why should I thmk of Me 
without you ? Is not my being interwoven with yours so 
close that it can have no sepaiate existence ^ Yes, suiely, 
we will hve togethei and die together and be together through 
all eternity But you will be calhng this ‘French senti- 
mentality,’ I feai , and even ‘ the style of mockery is bettei 
than that ’ 

I have not been altogether idle since we parted, though 
I threatened I would take to bed I have finished my leview, 
the representation of female chaiacber in the Greek poets, and 
the comparison between Caesar and Alexander, with all that 
I could undeistand of the ‘ Friend , ’ over and above which I 
have transacted a good deal of shaping and sewing, the result 
of which will be complete, I hope, by the day of your leturn, 
and fill you with ‘ weender and amazement Gilbert Burns 
IS gone Mr Brodie told us of his death last week Besides 
him, Mrs Binme, the Bruce people, and Mrs Aitken, we 
have had no visibois, and I have paid no visits Last mght 
I was engaged to Mrs Biuce, but I wiapped a piece of 
flannel about my thioat and made my mother cany an 
apology of cold But I may cub short these msipidities 
My kindest love to all, from the wee’est up to Lord Moon ® 

Here is Carlyle’s answer, coming from his best, his 
real self — the true Carlyle, which always lay below, 
however irritable or moody the surface 

’ ‘Eeport of little Jeans of some preacher who had profusely em 
ployed that locution, pronounced as here — 0 ’ This is one of the 
letters specially annotated by Carlyle for publication • 

• ‘ The tiord Moon is brother John« the Lord Mohun of Hamilton’s 
tragic ballad, which is sftll sung in those parts Epithet from brother 
A.lick indicating breadth of face — ^T C * 
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To the W%fe. 

Seotsbng Apnl 17, 1827 

Not unlike what the drop of water from Lazarus’s fingei 
might have been to Dives in the flame was my dearest 
Goody’s letter to her husband yesterday afternoon Black- 
lock^ had retiied to the bank for fifteen minutes , the whirl 
wmd was sleeping for that brief season, and I smokmg my 
pipe m gnm repose, when Ahck came back with youi 
messenger No , I do not love you m the least — only g 
httle sympathy and admiration^ and a certain esteem Nothing 
more 1 oh my dear best wee woman — ^but not a word of all 
this 

Such a day I never had m my life, but it is all over and 
well, and now ‘ Home, brothers, home ^ ’ 

Oh, Jeanme, how happy shall we be in this Craig o’ 
Putto I Not that I look for an Arcadia or a Lubberland 
there , but we shall sit under our bramble and our saugh tree, 
and none to make us afraid , and my little wife will be theie 
for ever beside me, and I shall be well and blest, and ‘ the 
latter end of that man will be better than the begmning ’ 
Surely I shall learn at length to prize the pearl of great 
puce which God has given to me unwoithy Surely I 
already know that to me the richest treasure of this sub- 
lunary life has been awarded — ^the heart of my own noble 
Jane Shame on me for complainmg, sick and wretched 
though I be Bourbon and Biaganza, when I think of it, 
are but poor men to me Oh Jeanme I oh my wife ^ we will 
never part, never through etermty itself , but I will love thee 
and keep thee in my heart of hearts I that is, unless I grow 
a very great fool — ^whioh, mdeed, this talk doth somewhat 
betoken. 

God bless thee I Ever thine^, 

T Carlyle 

'The outgoing tenant of Craigenputtock. 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

A.D 1827 MT 32 

Alexander Carlyle, with his sister Mary, went into 
occupation of Craigenputtock at Whitsuntide 1827 
His brother had intended to join him before the end 
of the summer, but at this moment afiairs in Edin- 
burgh began to bnghten and took a turn which 
seemed at one time likely to lead into an entirely new 
set of conditions Carlyle had mentioned that he had 
a letter of introduction to Jeffrey He had delayed 
presenting it, partly, perhaps, on account of the abso- 
lute silence with which some years before Jefiiey had 
received a volunteered contribution from him for the 
‘Edinburgh Eeview’ Irving had urged the experi- 
ment, and it had been made The MS was not only 
not accepted, but was neither acknowledged noi 
returned Carlyle naturally hesitated before making 
another advance where he had been repulsed so 
absolutely. He determined, however, shortly after his 
return from his Craigenputtock visit, to try again. 
He called on the great man and was kindly re- 
ceived Jeffrey was struck with him , did not take 
particularly to his opmions , but perceived at once, as 
he frankly said to him, that ‘ he was a man of original 
character and right heart,^ and that he» would ‘be 
proud and happy ta know more of him ’ A day or two 
after he called with Mrs Jeffrey at Comely Bank, and 
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was as much — perhaps even more — atti acted by the 
lady whom he found there, and whom he discovered 
to be some remote Scotch kinswoman It was the 
beginning of a close and interesting intimacy, entered 
upon, on Jeffrey’s part, with a genuine recognition of 
Carlyle’s qualities and a desire to be useful to him, 
which, no doubt, would have assumed a practical form 
had he found his new friend amenable to influence or 
mchned to work m harness with the party to which 
Jeffrey belonged But Jeffrey was a Benthamite on 
the surface, and underneath an Epicurean, with a 
good-humoured contempt for enthusiasm and high 
aspirations Between him and a man so ‘dreadfully 
in earnest’ as Carlyle, there could be little effective 
communion, and Carlyle soon ceased to hope, what 
at first he had allowed himself to expect, that Jeffrey 
might be the means of assisting him mto some inde- 
pendent situation 

The immediate effect of the acquaintance, however, 
was Carlyle’s admission, freely offered by the editor, 
into the ‘ Edinburgh Eeview,’ a matter just then of 
infinite benefit to him, drawing him off from didactic 
novels into writing the series of Essays, now so well 
known as the Miscellanies, in which he tried his wings 
for his higher flights, and which in themselves contain 
some of his finest thoughts and most brilliant pictures 
His first contribution was to be for the number 
immediately to appear, and Jeffrey was eager to 
receive it 

Carlyle w^s not particularly elated, and mentions the 
subject slightly m a letter to his brother Ahck about 
the establishment at Craigenputtock 
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To Alexander Carlyle, 

Comely Bank June 3 

It gave US real pleasure to find that you had in veiy 
deed made a settlement m youi new abode, and were actually 
boihng your pot at the Craig 0’ Putto under circumstances 
however unpropitious Your tears for parting (from Scots- 
brig) will scaicely be dried yet, but in a httle while you will 
look upon this movement m its real hght, not as a parting, 
but as a tiuly blessed reunion for us all, wheie, I hope and 
believe, many good days are in store foi eveiy one of us It 
will not be long till you have scrubbed up the old Craig, put 
in the broken slates, and burnt or buried the rotten rags of 
the late housewife, who, I am told, is mdeed a slattern, and 
not only so, but a drunkaid, which is far woise Mary’s 
nimble fingers and an ordeily head wiU have introduced new 
anangements mto the mansion , things will begin to go their 
usual course, and the mavis and tomtit will no longer sing to 
sad hearts Pool Mary I Be good to her in this her first re- 
moval fiom home, and remember that you are not only a 
brother to her, but, as it were, a husband and father 

As to the house, I think with you it were better if we all 
saw it before the plans were settled Jane and I are both 
for coming down shortly We shall not be long m seeing 
you The only thing that absolutely detams me is a httle 
article which I have to write before the end of this month 
for the ‘ Edinburgh Review ’ — ^a very brief one — which I 
begin to-morrow 

To his brother John he was more explicit 
To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank June 4 

Of my own history since I wrote last I need mention only 



410 


LIFE Oh THOMAS CARLYLE 


one or two particulars Everything goes its course I fight 
with dullness and bde in the forenoons as of old , I still walk 
diligently, talk de omm sctUli when I can find fit or unfit 
audience, and so hve on in the old light and shadow fashion 
much as you knew me before, only with rather more comfort 
and hope than with less Our evenmg parties contmue their 
modest existence Last Wednesday we had Malcolm ^ 
and one Paterson, said to be ‘the hope of the Scottish 
Ohuich,* a very feckless young man so far as externals go, 
for his voice is the shrillest treble, he wears spectacles, and 
would scarcely weigh six stone avoirdupois, but evidently 
shrewd, vehement, modest, and, on the whole, well gifted 
and conditioned 

One day I resolutely buckled myself up and set forth to 
the Parhament House foi the purpose of seemg our Eeviewer 
(Jeffrey) The httle Jewel of Advocates was at his post I 
accosted him, and, with a httle explanation, was cheerfully 
recognised ‘ The Article — ^where is the Article ? ’ seemed 
to be the gist of his talk to me for he was to all app&rance 
anxious that I would undertake the task of Germanising the 
pubhc, and ready even to let me do it cm amove, so I did 
not treat the whole earth not yet Geimanised as ‘ a parcel of 
blockheads,’ which surely seemed a fair enough request We 
walked to his lodgings discussing these matters Two days 
after, havmg revolved the thmg, I met him again with 
notice that I would ‘undertake ’ The next number of the 
‘ Eeview,’ it appeared, was actually m the press, and to be 
prmted off before the end of June, so that no large article 
could find place there till the succeedmg quarter However, 
I engaged, as it were for pavmg the way, to give him m this 
present pubhcation some httle short papei, I think on the 
subject of Jean Paul, though that is not quite settled with 

n 

* See 'Hmvmxmomy rol i p 266 
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tnyself yet And thus, oh Jack, thou see^st me occupied 
with a new trade I On the whole I am rather glad of this 
adventure, for I think it promises to be the means of a plea- 
sant connection Certainly Jeffrey is by much the most 
lovable of all the hterary men I have seen, and he seemed 
leady, nay desirous, if time would but permit, to cultivate a 
further mtimacy 

Jean Paul was decided on, to be followed in the 
autumn by a more elaboiate article on the general 
state of Grerman hteiature This paper was written at 
once, and forms the first of the Miscellaneous Essays in 
the collected edition of Carlyle’s works Carlyle’s ‘ style,’ 
which has been a rock of off’ence to so many people, 
has been attributed to his study of Jean Paul No 
criticism could be worse founded His style shaped 
itself as he gathered confidence in his own powers, 
and had its origin m his father’s house m Annandale 
His mode of expressing himself remained undistin- 
guished by its special characteristics till he had ceased 
to occupy himself with the Grerman poets Of his 
present undertaking Carlyle says — 

Perhaps it was httle De Qmncey’s leported admiration of 
Jean Paul — Goethe a mere corrupted pigmy to him — ^that 
first put me upon trying to be orthodox and admire I dimly 
felt poor De Qumcey, who passed for a mighty seer m such 
things, to have exaggerated, and to know, perhaps, but httle 
of either Jean Paul or Goethe However, I held on read- 
mg and considerably adinirmg Jean Paul on my own score, 
though 9ilways with something of secret disappomtment I 
could now wish, perhaps, that I hadn’t My first favourite 
books had been Hudibras and Tnstram Shandy Everybody 
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was proclaiming it snch a feat for a man to have wit, to have 
humour above all Theie was always a small secret some- 
thing of affectation, winch is not now secret to me, in that 
pait of my affaus As to my pool style, Edward Irving and 
his admiration of the old Puritans and Elizabethans — ^whom 
at heait I never could entirely adore, though trying hard — 
his and everybody’s doctrme on that head played a much 
more important part than Jean Paul upon it And the most 
important by far was that of nature, you would peihaps say, 
if you had ever heard my fathei speak, or my mother, and 
her mwaid melodies of heait and voice 

Carlyle’s acquaintance with Wilson — Christopher 
North — had been slight, Wilson, perhaps, dreading his 
radicalism In the course of the summer, however, 
accident threw them more closely together, and one of 
their meetings is thus described. 

To John Carlyle. 


21 Comely Bank 

Last night I supped with John Wilson, Professor of 
Moral Philosophy here, authoi of the ‘ Isle of Palms,’ &c , 
a man of the most fervid temperament, fond of all stimu- 
latmg things, from tragic poetry down to whisky punch 
He snuffed and smoked cigais and drank hquors, and talked 
in the most mdesciibable style It was at the lodgmg of one 
John Gordon, a young very good man from Ejikoudbright, 
who sometimes comes here Dayhght came on ust before we 
parted , indeed, it was towards three o’clock as the Piofessor 
and I walked home, smokmg as we went I had scarcely 
either eaten^or drunk, bemg a privileged person, but meiely 
enjoyed the strange volcamc eruptions i^f our poet’s convivial 
genius He is a broad smcere man of six feet, with long 
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dishevelled flax oolonred hair, and two blue eyes keen as an 
eagle’s Now and then he sank into a brown study, and 
seemed dead in the eye of law About two o’clock he was 
sitting m this state smohng langmdly, his nose begrimed 
with snuff, his face hazy and meifc , when all at once flashing 
mto enstence, he mquired of John Gordon, with an uiesist- 
ibie air, ‘ I hope, Mr Gordon, you don’t believe in universal 
damnation ^ ’ It was wicked, but all hands burst mto m- 
extmguishable laughter But I expect to see Wilson in a more 
philosophic key ere long , he has promised to caU on me, 
and IS, on the whole, a man I should like to know better 
Gemuses of any soit, especially of so kindly a soit, are so very 
rare m this woild 

Another and yet brighter episode of this summei 
was a further and far more remaikable letter from 
Goethe Carlyle had sent the ‘Life of Schiller’ to 
Weimar, and afterwards the volumes of German 
Eomamce They were acknowledged with a gracious 
mterest which went infinitely beyond his warmest 
hopes There was not a letter only, but little remem- 
brances for himself and his wife , and better even than 
the presents, a few lines of verse addressed to each of 
them 

Carlyle sends the account to his mother. 

Comely Bank August 11 

News came directly after breakfast that a packet from 
Goethe had arrived m Leith Without delay I proceeded 
thither, and found a little box carefully overlapp^ m wax 
cloth, and directed to me After infinite wranghngs and 
perplexed misdirected higglmgs I succeeded m*rescmng the 
precious* packet from^the fangs of the Custom Souse sharks, 
and m the afternoon it was safely deposited m our httle 
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pailour— the Samtiest boxie yon ever saw— so carefully 
packed, so neatly and tastefully contiived was everything 
There was a copy of Goethe’s poems in five beautiful httle 
volumes for ‘ the valued maniage pair Oailyle two other httle 
books for myself, then two medals, one of Goethe himself 
and another of his father and mother , and, lastly, the 
prettiest wrought-iion necldace with a httle figure of the 
poet’s face set m gold for ‘my dear spouse,’ and a most 
dashing pocket-book for me In the box containing the 
necklace, and in each pocket of the pocket-book were cards, 
each with a verse of poetry on it m the old master’s own 
hand All these I will translate to you by-and-by, as well 
as the long letter which lay at the bottom of aU, one of the 
kmdest and gravest epistles I ever read He praises me for 
the ‘ Life of Schiller ’ and the others , asks me to send him 
some account of my own previous history, &o In short, 
it was all extremely graceful, affectionate and patiiarchal 
You may conceive how much it pleased us I beheve a 
ribbon with the order of the Gaiter would scaiceiy have 
flattered either of us more 

The letter from Goethe was this } — 

To Thomas Carlyle. 


Weimar July 20, 1827 

In a letter of the 15 th of March which I sent by the post, 
and which I trust has reached you safely, I mentioned the 
great pleasure which your present had given me It found 
me m the country where I could study and enjoy it with 

* In einem Sclireiten vom 15 Marz, -welches xch mit der Post 
absendete und 8ie hoffentlxch zu rechter Zeit werden erhaltcn haben, 
vermeldete xch -wie viel VergHugen mir Ihre'^endung gebracht Si^ 
f and mich aof dem Lande, -wo xch sie nut mehrerer Buhe betrachten 
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greater leisure I now am enabled to send a'^packet to you 
likewise, which I hope that yon will be kind enough to accept 
from me 

Let me, m the first place, tell you, my dear sir, how very 
highly I esteem your ‘ Biograiphy of Schiller ’ It is remark- 
able for the careful study which it displays of the mcidents 
of Schillei’s life, and one cleaily perceives in it a study of 
his works and a hearty sympathy with them The complete 
msight which you have thus obtained into the chaiacter and 
high meiits of this man is really admnable, so clear it is, and 
so appropriate, so far beyond what might have been looked 
foi in a wiiter m a distant country 

Here the old saymg is verified, ‘ a good will helps to a full 
understanding ’ It is just because the Scot can look with 
affection on a Geiman and can honour and love him, that he 
acqunes a sure eye for that German’s finest quahties He 
raises himself into a clearness of vision which Schiller’s own 
countrymen could not arrive at in eaiher days For those 
who hve with supeiioi men are easily mistaken m their 

und geniessen konnte G-egenwartig sehe ich mich in dem Stande, auch 
ein Packet an Sie abzuschicken nut dem Wunsche frenndlicher 
Aufnahme 

Lassen Sie mich vorerst, mein Thenerster, von Hirer Biographie 
Schillers das Beste sagen Sie 1st merkwurdig, indem sie ein genaiies 
Studinm der Vorfalle seines Lebens be'^^eist, so wie denn auch das 
Studium seiner Werkeund eine innigeTheilnahme an denselben daraus 
hervoigeht Bewundernswurdig 1st es 'wie Sie sich auf diese Weise 
eine genugende Einsieht in den Character und das bohe Verdienstliche 
dieses Hannes verschafft, so klar und so gehorig als es kaum aus der 
Periie zu ervrarten gewesen 

Hier bewahrheitet sich 3edoch em altes Wort ‘ Der gute Wille hilft 
zu vollkommener Kenntniss ’ Denn gerade dass der Schottlander den 
deutschen Mann mit Wohlwollen anerkennt, ihn verehrt und lieht, 
dadurch mrd er dessen treffliche Eigenschaften am sichersten gewahr, 
dadurch erliebt er sich zi^einer Klarheit zu der sogar Landsleute dea 
TrefOichen in fruheren Tagen nicht gelangen konnten , denn die Mitia 
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judgment Personal peculiaiities initate them The swift 
changing cunent of life displaces then points of view, and 
hinders them from peiceivmg and recognising the tiue woitb 
of such men 

Schillei’s chaiaoter, howevei, was so extiaordinary that his 
biographer could start with the idea of an excellent man 
before him He could carry that idea through all individual 
destmies and achievements, and thus see his task ac- 
comphshed 

The notices, prefixed to ‘ German Eomanoe,’ of the hves of 
Musseus, Hoffmann, Richter, &c , can be approved of equally in 
then several kinds They aie compiled with care, are briefly 
set out, and provide an adequate notion of each author’s per- 
sonal character, and of the effect of it upon his writings 

Mr Oarlyle displays throughout a calm, clear sympathy 
with poetical hteiary activity m Germany He throws 
himself mto the especial national tendency, and gives indi- 
viduals their credit each m his place 

o 

bendea werden an yorznglicben Menschen gar leicht irre das Beson 
dere der Person stort sie, das lanfende bewegliche Leben verruckt ihxe 
Standpnnkte und lundert das Kennen nnd Anerkennen eines solchen 
Mannes 

Iheser aber war von so ansserordentliclier Art» dass der Biograph 
die Idee ernes yorzuglichen Hannes yor Augen halten nnd sie durch 
indmdnelle Sckicksale und Leistungen durcMubren konnte^ und sein 
Tagewerk dergestalt yollbraekt sah 

Die yor den German Bormnoes mitgetheilten Notizen uber das 
Leben Musans, Hofoanns, Bickters &c kann man in ikrer Art 
gleiekfalls mit Beyfall aufnehmen , sie sind mit Sorgfalt gesammelt, 
kurzlich dargestellt und geben yon ernes jeden Autors indiyiduellem 
Character und der Binwirkung desselben auE seine Schriften genugsame 
Vorkenntniss 

Durchaus beweist Herr Carlyle erne ruhige, klare Theilnahme an den 
deutschen postisch-literarischen Beginnen , er giebt sieh hm an das 
eigenthumliche JBestreben der Nation, er lasst den Einzelnen gelten, 
jeden an seiner Stelle* 
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Let me add a few general obseivations which I have long 
haibomed m silence, and which have been stirred up by 
these present woiks 

It IS obvious that for a considerable time the efforts of the 
best poets and aesthetic wiiters thioughout the world have 
been duectedtowaids thegeneialchaiactensticsof humanity 
In each particular spheie, be it histoiy, mythology, fiction, 
moie or less aibitiaiily conceived, the umveisal is made to 
sho^\ and shine through what is meiely individual or national 
In practical life we peiceive the same tendency, which 
peivades all that is of the earth eaithy, crude, wild, ciuel, 
false, selfish, and treacheious, and tiies eveiywhere to spiead 
a certain sereneness We may not, indeed, hope fiom this 
the approach of an era of umveisal peace , but yet that 
strifes which are unavoidable may glow less extreme, vars 
less savage, and victory less oveibeaiing 
Whatever in the poetry of all nations aims and tends 
towards this, is what the others should appiopiiate And 
one must study and make allowances for the peculiaiities of 

Sey mir nun erlaubt allgemeine Betraehtungen lunzuzufugen, welche 
ich langst bey mil im Stillen hcge und die mir bey den vorliegenden 
Arbeiten abermals frisch aufgeregt worden 

Ofienbar ist das Be&tieben der besten Dicbter und asthetisehen 
Schnftsteller aller Kationen schon seit geraumer Zeit auf das allgemein 
Mensehliche gerichcet In jedem Besondern, es sey nun historisch, 
mythologibch, fabelbaffc, mebr odei weniger willkuhrlicb ersonneu, 
wild man durch Nationalitat und Personlichkeit bmdureb jenes 
Allgemeine immer mehi durchleuchten und durebschimmern sebn 
Da nun auch im pi ictiscben Lebensgange ein gleiches obwaltet 
und durcb alles Irdiscb-Eolie, Wilde, Grausame, Falscbe, Eigennutzige, 
Lugenbafte sicb dupcb&chlmgt, und uberall eimge Milde zu verbreiten 
tracbtet, so ist zmi nicbt zu hoffen da&s ein allgemeiner Pnede dadurch 
sicb einleite, aber docb dass der unvermeidliche Streit nacb uud nich 
lasslicber T^erde, der Kneg weniger grausam, der bieg Weniger uber 
muthig ^ 

Was nun in den Dichtungen aller Nationen hierauf hindtiitet und 

VOL I 27 
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each nation, in order to have real inteicomse with it Tha 
special chaiacteiistics of a people axe hke its language and 
its currency They facilitate exchange , indeed, they first 
make exchange possible 

Paidon me, my deal sir, foi these remaiks, which perhaps 
aie not quite coheient, noi to be scanned aU at once , they 
aie drawn fiom the gicab ocean of observations, which, as 
hfe passes on, swells up more and moie round eveiy thinking 
peison Let me add some moie observations which I wiote 
down on another occasion, but which apply specially tq the 
busmess on which you aie now engaged 
We arrive best at a true geneial toleiation when we can 
let pass individual peouhaiities, whethei of peisons or peoples, 
without quanelhng with them , holding fast nevertheless to 
the conviction that genume excellence is distinguished by 
this mark, that it belongs to all mankind To such inter- 
course and mutual recogmtion the Germans have long 
contributed 

r* 

hinwirkt, diess ist es was die ubngen sich anzueignen baben Die 
Besondeiheiten einer jeden muss man kennen leinen, und sie ihr zu 
lassen, um gerade dadurcb mit ihr zu verkebien , denn die Eigenheiten 
einer Nation sind wie ibre Spracbe und ihre Munzsorten, sie erleicbtern 
den Verkebr, 3a, sie machen ibn erst voUkommen moglicb 
Verzeihen Sie mir, mem Werthester, diese vielleicht nicht ganz 
zusammenhangenden nocb alsbald zu uberscbauenden Aeusserungen , 
sie Sind geschopft aus dem Ocean der Betrachtungen, der um emeu 
3eden Denkenden mit den Jabren immer mebr anscbwillt Lassen Sie 
micb nocb Einiges binzufugen, Welches icb bey einer andern Grelegen 
belt mederscbneb, das sicb jedocb bauptsacblicb aui Ibr G-escbafft 
unmittelbar bezieben lasst 

Eine wabrbaft allgemeine Duldung wird am sicbersten erreicbt, 
wenn man das Besondere der einzelnen Menscben und Volkerscbaften 
auf sicb beruben lasst, bey der Ueberzeugung jedocb festbalt, dass das 
wabrbaft Vendienstliebe sicb dadurcb auszeicbnet dass es ganzen 
Menscbbeit angebort Zu einer solcben l^ermittlung und weebsel- 
Beitigen Anerkennung tragendie Deutscben seit langer Zeit scbon bey 
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He who knows and studies Geiman finds himself in the 
maiket wheie the wares of all countiies are offered for 
sale, while he eniiches himself, he is officiatmg as m- 
terpietei 

A tianslatoi theiefore should be regaided as a fcradei m 
tins great spiritual commeice, and as one who makes it 
his busmess to advance the exchange of commodities Foi 
say what we will of the madequacy of translation, it always 
will be among the weightest and worthiest factors in the 
woiM’s affairs 

The Koran says that God has given each people a prophet 
in its own tongue Each tianslatoi is also a prophet to his 
people The effects of Luthei’s translation of the Bible 
have been immeasurable, though criticism has been at woik 
pickmg holes m it to the present day What is the enor- 
mous business of the Bible Society but to make known the 
Gospel to every nation m its own tongue ^ 

But from this point we might be led mto endless specu- 
lations* Let me conclude^ 

Wer die deutsche Sprache versteht und stxidirt befindet sich auf 
dem Markte wo alle Nationen ihre Waaren anbieten Er spiel t den 
Dolmetschep mdem er sieh selbst bereichert 

Und so 1st jeder Uebersetzer anzusehen, dass er sieb als Vermittlei 
dieses allgemein geistigen Handels bemnlit, und den Wechseltauscb za 
befordern sich zum G-escbafft maebt Denn was man auch. von der 
XJnzulanglicbkeit des Uebersetzens sagen mag, so 1st und bleibt es docb 
emes der wichtigsten und wurdigsten G-escbaffte m dem allgemeinen 
Weltwesen 

Der Koran sagt ‘ Gott hat 3edem Volke einen Propheten gegeben 
in seiner eigpen Sprache ’ So 1st 3eder Uebersetzer ein Prophet seinem 
Volke Luthers Bibelubersetzung hat die grossten Wirkungen hervor- 
gebracht, wenn schon die Kritik daran bis auf den heutigen Tag immer 
fort bedingt und makelt Und was 1st denn das gihze ungeheure 
Geschafft der Bibelgesellschaft als das Evangelium einem jeden Voiko 
m seiner eignen Sprache lu verkundigen t 

Hier lassen Sie mich schliessen, wo man ms (Jnendliche fortfahren 

27—2 
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Oblige me with an eaily leply, thac I may know fliat my 
packet has reached yoin hands 
Commend me to yonr excellent mfe, for whom I send 
a few tiifies Give me pleasnie by acceptmg them in return 
for her chaiming piesent May your hfe togethei be happy, 
and may many years be youi poition 
I have yet something to add May Mr Carlyle take in 
fiiendly pait what I have said above May he considei it well, 
and throw it mto dialogue, as if he and I had been conveising 
in person together 

I have now to thank him f oi the pains which he has taken 
with my own wiitings, and for the good and affectionate 
tone in which he has been pleased to speak of myself and 
of my history I may thus gratify myself with a belief that 
heieaftei, on more complete acquamtance with my woiks, 
and after the pubhcation especially of my conespondence 
with Schiller, he will not alter his opinion either of my 
fiiend 01 of me, but wiU find it confiimed by fresh paiticulais 

konnte, und erfreuen Sie mich bald mit einiger Erwiederung, wodurch 
icb Kacbncbt erbalte, dass gegen'wartige Sendung zu Ihnen gekommen 
ist 

Zam ScHiisselassen Sie micb denn aacb Hire liebe G-attm begrussen, 
fur die icb. emige Kleinigkeiten, als Er^riederung ibxer anmuthigen 
G-abe, beyzulegen mir die Freude mache Mogo Ihuon ein gluckliches 
Zusammenleben viele Jabre besclieert seyn 
Nacb allem diesem finde icb micb angeregt Einiges hmziiznfugen 
Moge Herr Carlyle alles obige freundlicb aufnebmen und durcb anbal 
tende Betracbtung mem Gespiacb verwandeln, damit esibm zuMuthe 
werde als -wenn 'wir personlich einander gegeuuber standen 
Habe icb ibm 3a sogar nocb fur die Bemubung zu danken, die er an 
meme Arbeiten gewendet bat, fur den guten und woblwollenden Smn 
mit dem er von memer Personlicbkeit und meinen Lebeneieignis&en zu 
sprecben geneigt i7ar In dieser Ueberzeiigung daif icb micb denn 
aucb zum vors^us freuen, dass kunftighm, wenn nocb mebrere von 
memen Arbeiten ibm bekannt vreiden, besosiders aucb wenn meine 
Correspondenz nut Scbiller erscbeinen wird, er weder von diesem 
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Wishing him fiom my heaifc all good thmgs and with genuine 
sympathy with him, 

J W GrOETHE 

Such was Goethe’s letter, which so much and 
so justly dehghted Cailyle On a card in a pocket- 
book sent with it was wiitten, Cailyle will gi\e 
me especial pleasure by some account of his past hfe ’ 

On another card weie the lines — 

Augenbhckhch aufzuwaiten 
Sohicken Fieunde solche Kaiten , 

Diesmal abei heissts mcht gem, 

Buei Pieund 1st weit und fein — G-oethe 

Weimar, 20 Juh, 1827 * 

A Jihird card was in a box with the wrought non 
necklace which was intended for Mrs Carlyle On this 
was wiitten — 

Wiist du m den Spiegel bhcken 
Und Yoi demen heitem Bhcken 
Dich die einste Zieide schmucken 
D^nke dass nichts bessei schmuckt 
Als wenn man den Freund begluckt — 6 

The * books ’ weie ' Faust,’ the fiist fi\e \oiumes of the 

Freunde nocli von mir seme Meinang andern, sondern sie vielmehr 
durch manehes Besondere noch mehr bestatigt linden wird 
Das Beste herzlich minsc^end 

Treu theilHehmend, 

J W Goethe 


Weimar, a 20 Jal 1827. 
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latest edition of Groetlie’s works, and tke last published 
number of ^Kunst und Alteitbum’ There weie two 
medallions, as Carlyle had told his mother — one of them 
of Groethe with an eagle on the reverse , the other of 
himself also, with his father and mother on the leverse 
The whole present, Carlyle said, was most tasteful, and 
to him as precious as any such present could possibly be 

A still more charming, because unintended, compli- 
ment was to follow from the same quarter When the 
purposed removal to Ciaigenputtock came to be talked 
of among Carlyle’s Edinburgh friends, it seemed to 
them ^ consideiably fantastic and unreasonable/ 

Prospects in Edinburgh (he says) had begun to brighten 
economically and otherwise , the mam origin of this was onr 
acquamtance with the biiUiant Jeffiey, a happy accident 
rather than a matter of foiethoiight on either side My 
poor article on Jean Paul, willingly enough admitted into 
his ‘ Eeview,’ excited a consideiable, though questionable, 
sensation in Edinbuigh, as did the next still weightier dis- 
charge of ‘ German Liteiatuie,’ in that unexpected vehicle, 
and at aU events denoted me as a fit head foi that kmd of 
adventure In London, shoitly aftei, had aiisen a ‘ Foreign 
Quarterly Eeview,’ and then in a month or two, on some 
boofeeUers’ quanel, a ‘ Foieign Eeview,’ on both of which J 
was employed, couited, &c , till then biabble healed itself 
This and the like of this formed our pimcipal finance fuud 
durmg all the Oraigenputtock time For nothing had 
shaken our deteimination to the new home Yeiy well, 
very well, I said to aU this It will go much furthei there 
mstead of str§,itened as here 

The article on German literature reached Weimar 
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It was of course anonymous Goethe^ read it, and, 
curious to know the authorship of such an unexpected 
appearance, wrote to Carlyle for mfoimation ® Can you 
tell me,’ he said, *who has written the paper on the 
state of German liteiatuie m the “ Edinbmgh Eeview ” ? 
It IS belie\ed here to be by Sir Lockhart, Sir Walter 
Scott’s stepson They are both serious, well-disposed 
men, and equally deseiving of honour ’ ^ Goethe could 
not be suspected of insincere pohteness, and every 
sentence of the previous letter was a genuine expression 
of true feehng , but this indirect praise was so cleaily 
undesigned, that it was doubly encoui aging 

Carlyle was still determined on Craigenputtock, but 
various causes continued to detain him m Edinburgh 
The acquaintance with Jeffrey ripened into a waim 
intimacy Jeffrey was a frequent visitor in Comely 
Bank, the Carlyles were as often his guests at Craig- 
crook They met interesting persons there, whose 
society was pleasant and valuable Jeffrey was himself 
influential in the great world of politics, and hopes 
revived — ^nevei, perhaps, very ardently m Carlyle him- 
self, but distinctly in his wife and among his friends — 
that he would be rescued by some fitting appointment 
from banishment to the Dumfriesshire moors Carlyle 
was now famous in a limited circle, and might reason- 
ably be selected for a professor ship or some similar 

* I am sorry that of this letter from Goethe only this single passage 
IS preserved Indeed, as I have already said, the originals of all 
Goethe’s letters to Carljle have disappeared, and there remain only 
the copies of some of them which he sent to his brother FoU 2»d 
EditioT ^ — The letters of Goethe have been since fonpd and have been 
edited bv Professor Nfrton The full text of this letter is given by 
Mr Norton Correspondence heiween Coetlie and Carlyle, p 40, ^c 
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situation, while other possibilities opened on raious 
sides to which it was at least his duty to attend Mean- 
while demands came in thick for fiesh articles Jefiiey 
wanted one on Tasso , the ^ Foreign Quarterly ’ wanted 
anything that he pleased to send, with liberal offers of 
pay He could not affoid at such a moment to be out 
of the reach of libraries, and theiefore foi the piesent 
he left his brother alone in the mooiland home 

In the summer he and his wife had run down for a 
short holiday to Scotsbng, giving a few brief days to 
Templand, and a glance at Craigenputtock By August 
they were again settled m Comely Bank The Carlyles, 
as he said long before, were a clannish set, and clung 
tenaciously together The partings after ever so brief 
a visit were always sorrowful 

ToMhb OarlyU^ Sootshig 

21 Comely Bank August 11 

My dear Mother, — It was pity that we were all so was 
that day we went ofi , but one cannot well help it This life 
IS but a senes of meetings and partings, and many a tear 
one might shed, while these ‘ few and evil days ’ pass over 
us But we hope there is another scene to which tins is but 
the passage, where good and holy affections shall live as m 
their home, and for true friends there shall be no more 
partings appointed (Jod grant we may all have our lot 
made sure in that earnest and enduring country , for suiely 
this world, the more one thinks of it, seems tte more 
fluctuating, hollow, and unstable What aie its proudest 
hopes but bubbles on the stream of time, which the nest 
rushing wave will scatter into air ? \oVi have heard of 
Oannmg’s death — ^the Prime Minister of Britain, the skilful 
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statesman on whom all eyes m England and Eniope were 
expectmgly fixed 

What IS life ? a thawing ice board 
On a sea with sunny shoie , 

(3-ay we sail, it melts beneath us , 

We are sunk and seen no more 

But I must leave these morahties, m which, perhaps, I am 
too apt to indulge Before this time Mary will be with you 
and have reported progress up to Monday last, the day when 
I left Oiaigenputtook She will have told you how Jane and 
I were overtaken by lain at Dumfiies, and how we spent the 
night with the hospital man m Academy Street, and how 
his daft maid came bouncing into the room after we were in 
bed, to the astomshment of Goody, altogether unaccustomed 
to such famihanty Foi the rest, however, we did as well 
as might be, and the order of ^ Mary Stuait’s ’ apartment 
was considerably admired On Monday evening, after 
parting with the Doctor, I cantered along without adventure 
to Templand , was met two bow-shots from the house by a 
young wife well known to me and glad to get me back, and 
next morning by ten o’clock both she and I were safely 
mounted on the roof of the Edinburgh coach, where, the day 
being fine, we contmued comfortably enough seated, till 
about haK-past eight the natural progiess of the vehicle 
landed us safe and sound m oui own neighbourhood The 
house was standing quiet and almost overgrown with flowers 
Next day everything returned to its old routine, and we were 
sittmg m our bright still httle cottage as if we had never 
stirred out of it I set to work to trim the gaiden till my 
mmd should settle after its wanderings, but as yet I am not 
half through with it 

Ton must come Mi^er in winter, that is a settled pomt 
My father and you may journey together by Hawick, or many 
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ways Alick was even calculating the relative costs and 
profits of coming to Edinburgh himself with a caitload of 
potatoes and othei necessaries In case of his visiting us, 
you might all then come together But any way you isiuST 
come It would be a grievous disappointment if I could not 
have the pleasure of showing you this city and its wonders, 
and if we missed this opportunity there is no saying when 
another might occur So settle it with yourself that you 
aT& to come, and in the meantime consider when you can 
do it best, and we will study to conform 
I went on Satuiday to see Jeffrey, but found him fiom 
home for a week So soon as I have got Goethe a lettei 
written, and vaiious other httle odd things tiansacted, I 
design sitting down to my large aiticle foi his ‘ Review , ’ 
after which I shall be ready for thB poor looiz^ which, alas I 
has been dreadfully overlooked of late It is a pity one had 
not twenty minds and hands , double pity one did not 
faithfully employ the mmd and hands one has , but I will 
turn a new leaf shortly, for idle I cannot and must not be 
The sweat of the Irow is not a curse but the wholesomest 
blessing m life Remember me m warmest affection to 
everyone at Scotsbng I would give a shilhng foi a long 
letter Surely you may club one up amongst you 
I am ever, my dear mother’s son, 

T Oaelylb 

With reputation growing, and economics less unsatis- 
factory, Carlyle’s spirits were evidently rising We 
hear no more of pain and sickness and bilious lamenta- 
tions, and he looked about him in hope and comfort 
The London Umversity was getting itself established, 
offering opportunities for Nonconformist genius*such as 


‘ Not yet consciously abandoned, but never again talcen up 
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England liad never before provided Professors were 
wanted there m various departments of knowledge 
He was advised to offer himself to be one of them, and 
he wrote to Irving to inquire, with no particular result — 

To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank September 5 

I had a lettei from Edwaid Iivmg the other day about 
the ^sthetical Professorship m the Loudon Umversity ^ In 
a strange, austeie, puritanical, yet on the whole honest and 
friendly looking style, he advises me to proceed and make 
the attempt ‘ The Lord,’ he says, blesses him , his Church 
rejoices m ‘ the Lord , ’ in fact, the Loid and he seem to be 
quite hand and glove He looks unhappy, for his tone 
sounds hollow, hke some voice from a sepulchral aisle , yet 
I do honestly beheve there is much woith among his faihngs, 
much pieoious truth among all this cant I must even regret 
that he goes mto those matters with so very disumted a 
heart , but theie wheie he stands, I wish I and eveiy one of 
us were half as good men As to this ‘piojection,’ as he 
calls it, I have not yet taken any steps, being mdeed too 
busy foi doing anything I was to wiite to him agam, but 
have not I wait for counsel from Jeffrey, whom I have not 
smce seen 

In appointments to the London University, the 
great Biougham, not yet Chancellor or peer, but mem- 
ber for Yorkshire, and greatest orator in the House of 
Commons, was hkely to be omnipotent Je&iey, it was 
equally probable, would carry weight with Brougham , 
and Jeffrey, when Carlyle consulted him, e^ressed the 

* It was not yet deci&.6d what the chair was to be— Bhetoric, 
Taste, Moral Philosophy, English Literature, or what 
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utmost personal willingness to be of use to Carlyle 
But bis reply illustrates wbat Groethe had just obsei ved 
about Schiller, that genius raiely finds recognition fiom 
contempoiaries as long as it can possibly be withheld 
At all times, Jeffrey said, he would be wilhng to recom- 
mend Cailyle as a man of genius and learning , he did 
not conceal, however, that difficulties would lie in the 
way of his success in this especial enterpiise Carlyle, 
he said, was a sectary in taste and literature, and was 
inspired with the zeal by which sectaries were dis- 
tinguished, nay, was inclined to magnify the special 
doctiines of his sect, and rather to aggiavate than 
reconcile the diffeiences which divided them from 
others He confessed, therefore, that he doubted 
whether the patrons either would or ought to appoint 
such a person to such a chaige The sincerity and 
fiankness of Carlyle’s chaiacter increased the objection , 
the more honest he was the moie peiemptoiily he 
would insist on the articles of his philosophic cieed — a 
creed which no one of the patrons adopted, and most of 
them regarded as damnable heresy It \vas theiefoie 
but too hkely that this would prove an insuperable 
obstacle In all other respects Jeffrey considered 
Carlyle fully qualified, and likely, if appointed, to do 
great credit to the estabhshment But he was afraid 
that Carlyle would not wish to disguise those singulaii- 
ties of opinion from which he foresaw the obstructions 
to his success , and as a further difficulty he added that 
the chair at which Carlyle was aiming had long been 
designed foJ Thomas Campbell, and would proljably be 
given to him 

Jeffrey mvited Carlyle and his wife to dinner, how- 
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ever, to talk the chances over Carlyle assmed Jeffrey 
‘ that theie was no sectarianism 01 heresy in the mattei 
He was moie open to light,’ he said, ^ than otheis of 
his craft, and he was satisfied for himself that the 
patrons of the University would do excellently well to 
make him piofessor’ ‘Jeffrey,’ Mrs Carlyle thought, 
‘ was in his heait of the same opinion ’ She was hei- 
self uncertain whether she wished her husband to suc- 
ceed or not , but London would at all events be an 
escape from Ciaigenputtock Eeflection had not tended 
to make the moor more palatable to her Her little 
sister-m-law Jean had just been sent out thither to 
keep her bi other company 

‘ Pool Jean ^ ’ Mrs Cailyle wrote about this ‘ She is 
seeing the world all on a sudden What will the 
creature make of herself at Craigenputtock ^ I hope 
they took hei gaiteis from her, and everything m the 
shape '’of hemp or steel ’ 

Jeffrey did what he could, perhaps not with very 
great ardour, but with vigour enough to save him fiom 
the charge of neglecting his fiiend He went on a 
visit to Brougham in the autumn He mentioned 
Cailyle, and 111 high terms of praise He ‘ found 
Brougham, however, singulaily shy on the subject, and 
though the subject was mtioduced half a dozen times 
dunng Jeffiey’s stay, Biougham was careful to evade 
it, in a way that show ed that he did not wish to be 
pressed f6r an ansv/er even by an intimate fiiend ’ 

‘I may add in confidence,’ Jefiiey said, ‘that he 
made veiy light of Irving’s recommendation, and it was 
not likely to be of ^uch weight with any of the other 
directors either.* 
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Notwithstanding these discouragements, Carlyle 
silently nourished some hope of success 

I beheve (he wrote to his biother in October) that no 
appointment to the London chair will take place foi a con- 
siderable time, and in the meanwhile Brougham will keep his 
eye on me, and if he finds that I prosper may apply to me , 
if not, will leave me standing At aU events the thing is 
right I am before these people in some shape, perhaps as 
near my real one as I could expect , and if they want no- 
thing with me, ‘ the Devil V m me,’ as daft Wull said, if I 
want anything with them either I am still as undeteimined 
as ever whether their acceptance of me would be for my 
good or not 

He came to know Brougham better in after years 
There was probably no person in England less hkely 
to recognise Carlyle’s qualities, and the more dis- 
tinguished Carlyle became, the more Brougham was 
sure to have congratulated himself on having kept his 
new University clear of such an influence It must be 
admitted that the ' d%8esteem ’ was equally marked on 
both sides 

Carlyle meanwhile did not rest on the vain imagina- 
tion of help from others He worked with all his 
might on the new Ime which had been opened to him, 
and here I have to mention one of those peculiaily 
honourable characteristics which meet us suddenly at 
all turns of his career He had paid his iDrother’s 
expenses at the University out of his salary as the 
Bullers’ tutor He was now poor himself with increased 
demands upon him, but the first us® which he made of 
his slightly improved finances was to send John Carlyle 
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to complete his education in the medical schools in 
Germany He estimated John’s talents with a brother’s 
affection, and he was lesolved to give him the best 
chances of distinguishing himself The cost was greater 
than he had calculated on, but he was not discouiaged 

To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank November 29, 1827 

Do not, good brother, let thy heait be cast down for the 
Mammon of this world A few moie hard sovereigns we are 
yet, thank Heaven, m a condition to fnimsh Wiite foi 
what IS necessaiy and it will be sent Above aU do not 
neglect dissection and suigeiy for the sake of any poor thrift 
theie might be in the omission of it Go on and piosper 
Learn all and eveiythmg that is to be learned , and if you 
come home to us a good weh-appomted man and physician, 
we will not think the money ill-bestowed 

ThS remainder of the same letter carries on the 
picture of daily life at Comely Bank 

The ^ Edmburgh Eeview ’ is out some time ago, and the 
‘ State of Geiman Liteiatme ’ has been leceived with consider- 
able surprise and appiobation by the Universe Thus, foi 
instance, De Quinoey piaises it m his ‘ Saturday Post ’ Sir 
WiUiam Hamilton teUs me it is ‘ cap-tal,’ and Wilson informs 
John Gordon that it ^has done me a deil o’ good’ De 
Qumcey was here last Wednesday and sate till midnight 
He IS one of the smallest men you ever m your life beheld , 
but with a most gentle and sensible face, only that the teeth 
aie destroyed by opium, and the httle bit of an under hp 
projects like a shelf He speaks with a slow,^ad, and soft 
voice in the pohtest# manner I have almost ever witnessed, 
^nd with great gracefulness and sense, were it not that he 
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seems decidedly given, to piosing Pool little fellow ! ft might 
soften a vay haid heait to see him so couiteons, yet so weak 
and pool , letumg home with his two ohildien to a miserable 
lodging-house, and wiitmg all day foi the king of donkeys, 
the proprietoi of the ‘Satuiday Post’ I lent him Jean 
Paul’s antobiogiaphy, which I got lately from Hambuigh, and 
advised him to tianslate it foi Blackwood, that so he might 
raise a few pounds, and fence off the Genius of Hunger yet 
a httle while Pool httle De Qumoey ' He is an innocent 
man, and, as you said, extiemely washable away 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 

AD 1S27 MT 32 

While Carlyle was taking care of his brother, an aistive 
interest was rising in Edinburgh about himself Scotch 
people were beginning to see that a remarkable man 
had appeared among them, and that they ought not to 
let him slip through their hands A new opening pre- 
sented itself which he thus describes to his father 

To 1/r. James Carlyle, Sootsbmg 

Comely Bank December 22 

The^je has been a fiesh enteipiise started foi me, no less 
than the attempt to be successoi to Dr Ohalmeis m the St 
Andiew’s Umveisity He, Cnalmeis, is at piesent Piofcssoi 
of Moral Philosophy theie, but is just lemoving to Edinburgh 
to be Piofessoi of Divmity, and I have been consultmg with 
my fiiends whether it would be piudent in me to offei 
myself as a candidate foi the vacant office They aU seem 
to think sinceiely that if the election pioceeded on fair 
pimciples I might have a chance of rathei a good soit , bub 
this proviso is only a doubtful one, the custom having long 
been to decide such things by veiy ^^/lfau pimciples As 
yet nothmg is deteinnned, but my pations aie makmg 
mquiiy to see how the land hes , and some time next week 
we shall know what to do Most pait aie incbned to think 
I ought to tiy 

Among those who encouraged Carlyle m this 

VOL I 28 
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ambition, and lent active help, Jeffrey was now the 
first, and, besides general recommendations, wrote 
most strongly in his favour to Dr Nicol, the Principal 
of the University Equal testimonials, viewed by the 
intrinsic quahty of the givers, to those which were 
collected or spontaneously offered on this occasion, were 
perhaps never presented by any candidate for a Scotch 
piofessorship Goethe himself wrote one, which in 
these times might have carried the day , but Goethe 
was then only known in Scotland as a German dreamer 
Carlyle, though again personally pretending indiffer- 
ence, exerted himself to the utmost, and was, perhaps, 
more anxious than he was aware of being 

To Mtb Garlyle^ Scotsbng 


Comely Bank January, 1828 

I am as diligent as possible stoimmg the battlem&its of 
St Andiew’s Umversity for the piofessoiship toi which I 
have actually eight days ago declaied myself formally a can- 
didate I This was after all due mvestigation, conducted by 
Jeffrey and others, fiom which, if I could gathei no fixed 
hope of my succeeding, it seemed at least that tneie was no 
fixed determination against me , that I might tiy without 
censure—nay, in my circumstances, ought to try I accoid- 
mgly wrote off to St Andrews, and next day to all the foui 
winds, in quest of lecommendations — ^to Goethe, to Irving, 
to BuUer, to Brewster, &c These same lecommendations 
are now begmnmg to come m upon me I had one from 
Brewster two days ago (with the offei of fmther help), and 
this momm^came a decent testificatoiy letter fronv BuUer, 
and a most majestic certificate m three pages from Edwaid 
Irving The good oratoi speaks as fiom the heart, and truly 
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says, as he has ever done, that he thinks me a most worthy 
man — ^not forgetting to mention among my other advantages 
the ‘players of leligions parents,’ a blessing which, if I 
speak less of it, I hope I do not feel less than he On the 
whole it IS a splendid alfair this of his , and bemg tempered 
by the recommendation of John Leshe,^ may do me much 
good Before the end of next week I expect to have all my 
testimonials sent off , and there the mattei may foi a long 
time lest, the penod of election being still unfixed Of 
my hopes and calculations as to success I can say nothmg, 
bemg myself able to torm no 3udgment I am taught to 
beheve that if meiit gain it, I shall gam , which is a proud 
behef and ought to lender failuie a mattei of compaiative 
mdifference to me , moie especially as, hke the weather in 
Cowthwaites’ calculations, I can do ‘ owthei way ’ I often 
care not sixpence whether I get it or no , but we shall see 
If it is laid out foi me it tviU come , if not, not 

Jeffrey had been alert making inquiries. The 
nomination he had found to rest in substance with 
the Pimcipal, Dr Nicol, an active, jobbmg, popular 
man, who had placed most of the piesent professors 
and confeired obligations on all, and who, through his 
influence m earlier days with Lord Melville, had ac- 
quired an absolute ascendency in the St Andrew’s 
Senate Nicol seemed, the rest of the votes might 
be counted on, without Nicol they could not The 
Principal was desciibed by Jeffrey as good-natured, 
sensible, and worldly, not without some sense of the 
propriety of attracting men of talent and reputation 
into the Umveisity staff, but cautious ^nd prudent. 


* Sir John Leslie, Frofessor.of Mathematics in Edinburgh, who had 
been Carlyle’s teacher 
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possessing neither genius nor learning, and without 
reverence for them In Church matters Nicol was 
moderate, with distrust and contempt for every kind 
of enthusiasm It was not unlikely, therefore, that he 
had already cast his eyes on some decent, manageable, 
and judicious priest for the office With such a man 
testimonials from Irving would be rather injurious than 
useful Men of rank would weigh most, and next to 
them men of repute for learning 

There is a certain humour m the claims of Thomas 
Carlyle, supported by the most famous man of letters 
m Europe, being submitted to be tried in the scales 
by such a person as this But so it was, and is, and 
perhaps must be, in constitutional countiies, where 
high office may fall on the worthy, but rarely or never 
on the most worthy It is difficult everywhere for the 
highest order of merit to find recognition Under a 
system of popular election it is almost impossible 

My testimonials (Oailyle wrote to Ins brother John) ^ are 
m such terms that if I cannot cany the place I think it 
may seem vam to attempt to cany any such place by means 
of testimonials to mmt alone The deal little Duke ^ — 
Jane says she could kiss him— has written me a paper which 
might of itself brmg me any piofessoiship m the island 
Imng also spends five heioical pages on my merits, and 
Wilson says there is no man known to him fitter for the 
office , so what more can I do but let the matter take its 
course and await the issue ‘ with indesciibable composure ’ 
The truth is, I hardly care which way it go A man,^ if you 

ipeb 1,1828 

* Dx&e of Craigcrook, the name by which Jeffrey went. 
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give him meat and clothes, is, or ought to^be, siifficient for 
himself in this woild , and his oultuie is but begmnmg if 
he think that any outwaid influence of person or thing can 
eithei make him oi mar lum If I do not go thither (which, 

aftei all, is veiy hkely , for , an old stagei, talks of 

applying), why then I shall not go, and they will not get 
me , and the sun will iise and set, and the grass will glow, 
and I shall have eyes to see and ears to hcai notwitlistandmg 
Do all that you can in honesty, and reckon the result mdu- 
bitable , for the inward result will not fail if lightly 
endeavoured and foi the outward, ‘non fiocci facias,’ do 
not value it a rush 

After a few weeks the suspense was over Carlyle 
was not appointed, someone else wps, and someone 
else’s church was made over to another someone else 
whom it was desiiable to oblige , ‘ and so the whole 
matter was rounded off in the neatest manner possible ’ 
Such at least was Carlyle’s account of what he under- 
stood to be the aiiangement Perhaps the ‘someone 
else’ was a fitter person after all Education in 
countries so 3ealous of novelty as Grieat Biilam is, oi 
at least was sixty years ago, follows natuially upon lines 
traced out by custom, and the conduct of it falls as a 
matter of course to persons who have never deviated 
fiom those lines New truths aie the nutriment of the 
world’s progress Men of genius discover them, insist 
upon them, prove them m the face of opposition, and 
if the genius is not merely a phosphorescent glitter, 
but an abiding light, then teaching enters in time ihto 
the University curriculum But out of new ideas time 
alone* can distinguish the sound and »eal from the 
illusive and im^inary, and it was enough that 
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Carlyle was destnbed as a man of original and -extra- 
ordinary gifts to make college patrons shrink from 
contact with him 

Cailyle himself dimly felt that St Andrew’s might 
not be the best place foi him It seemed hard to 
refuse promotion to a man because he was too good for 
it, and no doubt he would have been pleased to be 
appointed But for the work which Carlyle had to do 
a position of intellectual independence was indispens- 
able, and his apprenticeship to poverty and haidship 
had to be prolonged still fuither to harden his nerves 
and perhaps to test his sincerity The loss of this 
professorship may be regretted for Mrs. Carlyle’s sake, 
who did not need the trials which lay before her. 
Carlyle himself in a Umversity chair would have been 
famous in his day, and have risen to wealth and conse- 
quence, but he might not have been the Cariyle who 
has conquered a place for himself among the im- 
mortals 

So ended the only fair piospect which ever was 
opened to him of enteiing any of the beaten roads of 
life, and fate having thus decided in spite of the 
loud remonstiance of all fiiends, of Jeffiey especially, 
Carlyle became once moie bent on removing to 
Craigenputtock 

The ceibificate of the angel Gabriel (he said) would nob 
have availed me a pm’s woith The Devil may caie , I can 
still hve mdependent of aU peisons whatever At the 
Craig, if we stick together as we have done, we may faiily 
bid defiance to the constable Praised be heaven I for of all 
curses that of feemg baited for debt, or gven frightened of 
falhng mto it, is surely the bitterest* 
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The? repairs m the old house wel*e hastened forward, 
that it might be readj for them m the spring 
The domestic scene in Comely Bank had been mean- 
time brightened by the long-talked-of event of the 
visit of old Mrs Carlyle to Edinbmgh In all her long 
life she had never yet been bejond Annandale, had 
nevei seen the interior of any better residence than a 
Scottish farmhouse To the infinite heaven spread 
above the nairow ciicle of her horizon she had peihaps 
risen as near on wings of piayer and piety as any human 
being who was upon the earth beside her , but of the 
eaith itself, of her own Scotland, she knew no more 
than could be descried fiom Burnswark Hill She 
was to spend Chiistmas week at Comely Bank. She 
arrived at the beginning of December 

To James Garlyle^ Scotsbmg 

Comely Bank December 22, 1827 
!My dear Fathei, — My mothei will not let me lest any 
longei till I mite to you , she says it was promised that a 
Icttei should go off the very mght Jean and she ai lived , 
and nevertheless it is a melanchoh fact that above two weeks 
have elapsed smce that event, and no hcttei tidings been 
sent you than a word oi two in the blank Ime of the ‘ Couiiei ’ 
I would have written sooner had I been in light case, oi 
indeed had theie been anything moie to commumcate than 
%yhat so biief an announcement might convey as well as a 
much laigei one 

The two wayfaieis did not find me waiting for them 
at the coach that Wednesday evemng TJphappily it was 
qmte'out of my power to keep that oi anj* other appoint- 
ment I had been seize^ about a week before with a most 



440 


LIPe of THOMAS CARLYLE 


virulent sore-thfoat, T^hich detained me close prisoned m the 
house All that I could do in these cucumstances was 
to send out a tiusty substitute, a Mi Q-ordon, who kindly 
undeitook the office But he, mistakmg one coach foi 
anothei, went and waited at the wrong inn , so that our 
beloved pilgiims were left to then own resouioes, and had to 
pilot their way hithei undei the guidance of the poiter who 
cairied their box This, howevei, they accomphshed without 
difficulty 01 accident, and lejoiced us all by then safe and, m 
pait at least, unexpected anival 
Since then all things have gone on piosperously Jane 
has been busy, and still is so, getting ready suitable appaiel 
of bonnets and f locks My mothei has heaid Andrew 

Thomson m his ‘ braw kiik,’ not much to hei satisfaction, 
since ‘he had to light four candles before ever he could 
stnke’ She has also seen old Mrs Hope, the Oastle of 
Edmbuigh, the Maityrs’ Giaves, John Knox’s house, and 
who knows how many othei wondeis, of which I doubt not 
she will give you a tiue and full desciiption when she lekiins 
As yet, howevei, the half has not been seen The weathei 
has been so stoimy that tiavellmg out was difficult, and I 
have been in no high condition foi officiating as guide In 
stoimy days she smoJces along with me, oi sews wealing 
launent, oi leads the wondeiful ai ticks of my wiibmg in the 
‘ Edmbuigh Eeview ’ She has also had a glimpse of Fiancis 
Jeffrey, the gieat ciitic and advocate, and a shake of the 
hand fiom a tiue German doctoi 
Neveitheless she is extiemely anxious about getting 
home, and indeed fails no day to tell us se^ eial times that 
she ought to be off ‘ She is doing nothmg,’ she says , 
‘ and they’ll a’ be m a bubble of woik ’ at home I tell her 
she was nevei^idle for two weeks m her life befoie, and 
ought theiefore^ to give it a fan tiial , that ‘ the bubble at 
home’ will all go on rightly enough in hei absence , that, 
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in shorfi, she should not go this year but tne next So I am 
in hopes we shall get hei persuaded to stay where she is till 
after New Year’s Day, which is now only nine or ten days 
distant, and then we will let hei go in peace The two 
Janes and she are all out in the town at present buying 
muslin for sundry necessary articles of diess which we have 
persuaded the mother to undertake the wearing of These 
may keep her, I hope, m some sort of occupation , foi idle, 
I see, she cannot and will not be We will warn you duly 
when to expect her 

I trust you will soon be well enough for a journey hither , 
foi you too, my dear father, must see Edmbuigh before we 
leave it I have thoughts of comj^elhng you to come with 
me when I come down 

I am ever, your affectionate son, 

T Oablylb^ 

James Carlyle did not come He was with his son 
once* afterwards at Craigenputtock, but he never saw 
Edinburgh 

My mother (Carlyle wrote to his brother on the 1st of 
Februaiy) stayed about tour weeks, then went home by 
Hawick, pausmg a few days there She was m hei usual 
health, wondered much at Edinburgh, but did not seem to 
relish it excessively I had hei at the pier of Leith and 
showed hei wheie your ship vanished, and she looked ovei 
the blue waters eastward with wettish eyes, and asked the 
dumb \>vaters ‘when he would be back agam’ Good 
mother I but the time of her departure came on, and she 
left us stupefied by the magnitude of such an enterprise as 
ndmg^oven eighty miles m the ‘ Sn Walter Scott ’ without 
jumpmg out of the^wmdow, which I told hdr was the pro- 
blem Dear mother 1 let* us thank God that she is still here 
VOL I 
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m the earth spared for us, and, I hope, to see good I 
would not exchange her for any ten mothers I have ever 
seen Jane (Jean) the less she left behind her, ‘ to improve 
her mmd * The cieature seems to be doing very fairly, and 
IS well and contented Mt/ Jane, I gneve to say, is yet far 
enough from well, but I hope much from summer weather 
and a smart pony m the south She is not by any means 
an established valettcdtmnan, yet she seldom has a day of 
true health, and has not gamed stiength entirely smce you 
left her 

I give a few more extracts from letters written to 
his brother durmg the remainder of the Comely Bank 
time* 


To John Oa/rlyle. 

Comely Bask March 7 

Bxplam to me how I may send you a matter of twenty 
pounds, or such othei bum as you may requne, to bimg you 
home to us again I have no want of money for all needful 
purposes at present , and (I thank God foi it) I am able to 
earn more , neither is there any investment for it half so 
good as these m the bank of affection, where perishable 
silver and gold is converted mto imperishable lemembrances 
of kmd feehngs Speak, therefore, plamly and speedily and 
it shall be done 

I am glad to find that you admire Schelhng, and know 
that you do not understand him That is right, my deai 
Greatheart Look mto the deeply significant regions of 
Transcendental philosophy (as all philosophy mmt be) and 
fed that there are wonders and mighty truthsr hidden m 
them , but loofi with your clear grey Scottish eyes and shiewd 
Scottish understandmg, and refuse to be mystified even by 
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your aOmiratioii Meanwhile, Diligence, Truth, Truth, 
Diligence These are our watchwoids, whether we have ten 
talents or only a decimal fraction of one 
I have not a syllable to tell you about the London 
University except that accoidmg to all human piobabihty 
the people neither now nor at any other time will have the 
least to do with me I heard the other day fiom Ohailea 
BuUer the younger He says that, hearing of my purpose, 
he went to Mill (the British India Philister), who is one of 
the directors, and spoke with him , but found that my 
Q-erman metaphysics were an unspeakable stone of stuniblmg 
to that gieat thinker, whereby Buller began to perceive that 
my chances had diminished to the neighbourhood of zero 
It appears, however, that I am become a sort of newspapei 
Literatus in London on the strength of these articles (bless 
them), and that certam persons wonder what manner of man 
I am A cntic m the * Courier ’ (appaiently the worst m 
nature from the one sentence that I read of him) says T am 
‘ the isupremest G-erman scholar m the Bntish Empire ^ 
Das hole der Teufel I However, I am rather amused at the 
naivete with wbach Orabbe Eobmson talks to me on this 
subject He characterises the papers as a splendid instance 
of literary ratting on the part of the editor, and imputing 
the whole composition to‘a Sir — Hamilton, advocate, says 
it has some eloquence, and though it cuts its own thioat (to 
speak as a figure), will do good 
The ‘Foreign Review’ gave me 47Z for my trash on 
Werner ^ I have sent them a far better paper on Goethe’s 
* Helena,’^ for which I shall not get so much I have en- 
gaged to send m a long paper on Goethe’s chaiactei, geneially, 
this of ‘ Helena ’ bemg a sort of mtroduction 

‘ vol i p 101 

p 171 
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How matters stand at Oraigenputtock I can only guess, 
but am going down to see I am ,m no small nncerbamty 
This Edinburgh is gettmg more agreeable to me, more and 
more a sort of home , and I can live m it, if I like to live 
perpetually unhealthy, and strive for ever against becommg 
a hach , for that I cannot be On the other hand, I should 
have hberty and sohtude for aught I like best among the 
moors — only Jane, though hke a good wife she says nothing, 
seems evidently gettmg more and more afraid of the whole 
enterprise She is not at all stout m health But 1 must 
go and look at things with my own eyes, and now as ever 
there is need of mature resolve, and ste^ast when mature 

Mareh 12 

Jeffrey and I contmue to love one another hke a new 
Pylades and Orestes At least, such is often my feehng 
towards him Good httle Duke I There are few men like 
thee m this world, Epicmean in creed though thou be, and 
hvmg aU thy days among Tuiks m giain 

Wilson I can get httle good of, though we are as great 
as ever Poor Wilson ! It seems as if he shrank from too 
close a union with anyone His whole bemg seems hol- 
lowed out, as it were, and false and counteifeit m his own 
eyes So he enoncles himself with wild cloudy sportfulness, 
which to me often seems reckless and at bottom full of sharp 
sorrow Oh that a man would not halt between two opuuons 
How can anyone love poetry and nzzered haddocks with 
whisky toddy, outwatch the Bear with Peter Eobmson, and 
at the same tune with WiUiam Woidsworth ^ For the last 
four weeks he has been veiy unwell, and his fnends aie not 
without appiehension for hun He puiposes to visit Switzer- 
land m summer and take De Qmncey with him I called 
yesterday on De Qumoey about two o^c/^ock and found hun 
mvisible in bed His landlady, a^dirty, very wicked lookmg 
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woman, said, if he lose at all, it was nsuallj about five o’clock 
Unhappy httle opium eatei, and a quickei little fellow, or of 
meeker soul (if he had but lived m Paiadise 01 Lubbeiland) 
is not to be found m these paits 

The mtellectual city is at present entei taming itself 
not a httle with the Apociypha contioveisy, m which 
Grey the mmister and Thomson the mmistei aie ex- 
hibiting the vaiious mannei of offence and defence, to 
the edification of all paities mteiested Tian'ilated into 
the language of the shambles, wheie then spiiit cieaily 
enough ongmates, these pamphlets of theiis mean simply, 
‘Sn, you aie a d — d lascal,’ and ^No, Sir, you aie a 
d — d lascal ’ Happily I have lead next to nothing of the 
whole, and heaid as little of it as I possibly cou^d But 
now some piivate wag has taken up the task of caiiCitaiing 
in pictoiial wise these leveiend peisons , and a ciowd shovmg 
and shouldermg foi a cleai and cleaiei view may be seen at 
all pimtshop windows contemplating the distoitcd figuies 
of then yaivstors depicted as bulldogs and gieyhounds, as 
pieaoheis and piizefighteis climbing the steeple like oithodox 
men, or throttling one anofchei like exasperated fishwomen , 
foi theie aie said to be twelve caiicatures in the couise of 
pubhcation, and a fresh one comes out every now and then 
What Thomson and Giey say to it I know not For myself 
I should only say m the woids of the old poem — 

May the Lord put an end unto all cruel wars, 

And send peace and contentment unto all British tars 

Eager as Carlyle was to be gone from Edinburgh, 
lie confessed that m his wife’s manner he had detected 
an nnwillyigness to bnry herself m the, moors The 
evident weakness ^of her health alarmed ^him, and he 
conld scarcely have forgotten the aversion with which 
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she had received his first suggestion of making Craig- 
onputtock their home For himself his mind was 
made up , and usually when Carlyle wished anything 
he was not easily impressed with objections to it 
In this instance, however, he was evidently hesitating 
Ciaigenputtock, sixteen miles from the nearest town 
and the nearest doctor, cut off from the outer world 
through the winter months by snow and flood, in 
itself gaunt, grim, comfortless, and utterly sohtary, 
was not a spot exactly suited to a delicate and daintily 
nurtured woman In the counter scale was hei 
mother, living a few miles below m Nithsdale But 
for this attraction Mrs Carlyle would have declined 
the adventure altogether, as it was she trembled at 
the thought of it 

The house m Comely Bank was held only by the 
year They were called on to determine whether they 
would take it foi another twelve months or not ' Be- 
foie deciding they lesolved to see Craigenputtock to- 
gether once more Little Jean was left in charge at 
Edinburgh, and Carlyle and Mrs Carlyle went down 
to Dumfriesshire * I still remember,’ he said in the 
* Eeminiscences,’ *two grey blusterous March days at 
Craigenputtock with the proof-sheets of Goethe’s 
“ Helena ” in my hand, and Dumfries architects chao- 
tically joined therewith ’ 

On a blusterous March day Craigenputtock could 
not look to advantage They left it still irresolute, 
and perhaps mclining to remain among their frnends 
But the quesjiion had been settled for them m their 
absence , on ''returning to Comely ^ank they found 
that their landlord, not caring to wait longer till they 
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had made up their minds, had let the house to another 
tenant, and that at all eivents they would ha\e to leave 
it at Whitsuntide This ended the uncertainty 

We found all well at Comely Bank (Cailyle wrote to his 
mother, when he came back), only the fire a little low, and 
the maid gone out seeking places, so that it was some 
space befoie tea could be laised The wise young stew- 
aidess ^ had sunk consideiably into pecumaiy embanass- 
ments, but in all other points was well and happy, and 
had managed hemelf thioughout with a degiee of piu- 
dence and gunvption far beyond her yeais Indeed both 
Jane and I weie surprised at the acuteness the little ciow 
had displayed in all emeigencies, and perhaps still more at 
the stiange giowth she had made in mannei and bearmg 
duiing our absence, foi she seemed to have enlarged into a 
soit of woman duimg that peiiod of self -direction The 
best of oiu news is that we are commg down to the Omig 
tins Whitsunday to take up our abode there This house 
was found to have been let during oiu absence Smce we 
had to flit any way, whithei should we flit but to our own 
house on the moor ? We aie commg down then agamst the 
teim, to neighbour yoa Will you be good neighbours or bad ^ 
I cannot say, Mrs Carlyle, but I jealouse you, I jealouse you 
Howevei, we aie to try , for Jane and I weie out this very day, 
buying papei for the two looms, which is already on its way to 
numfries , and the painteis we trust aie busy, and Ahck and 
Uncle J ohn doing great things, that the mansion house may be 
swept and smooth by the 26 th of May, when we will visit it 
with bag and baggage, we hope as a permanent home 

I anticipate with confidence (he wiote at the same tune 
to his biothef) a friendly and rather comfortablejinangement 


^ Jeaiv his sister 
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at the Oiaig, in which, not in idleness, yet in peace and 
moie self-selected occupations, I may find inoie health, and, 
what I leckon weightier, more scope to unpiove and woifchfiy 
employ myself, which either here or theie I reckon to be the 
gieat end of existence and the only happiness 

So ended the life at 21 Comely Bank — ^the first 
married home of the Carlyles , which began ominously, 
as a vessel rolls when fiist launched, thieatenmg an 
overturn, and closed with improved health and spirits 
on Carlyle’s part, and prospects which, if not brilliant, 
were encouraging and improving He had been fairly 
introduced into the higher walks of his profession, 
and was noticed and talked about Besides the two 
ai tides on Jean Paul and on Geiman hterature, he 
had written the paper on Werner, the essay on Goethe’s 
‘ Helena,’ and the moie elaboiate and remaikable essay 
on Goethe himself, which now stand among the ^ Mis- 
cellanies ’ ^ Goethe peisonally lemamed kind and 
attentive He had studied Carlyle’s intellectual tem- 
pei ament, and had used an expiession about him in 
the St Andrews testimonial which showed how clear 
an insight he had gained into the chaiacter of it 
Cailyle was lesting, he said, on an original foundaUon^ 
and was so happily constituted that he could de\ elop 
out of himself the requirements of what was good and 
beautiful ^ — out of himself^ not out of contact with 
others. The work could be done, therefore, as well, 

>Vol 1 p 233 

® * Wodureh an den Tag gelegt wird, dass er anf einem origmalen 
Grnnd bernhe, 'iind die Erfordeinisse des Guten und Schoneii aus sich 
selbst zu entwidkeln das Veignugen babe * 2nd Edttzon — ^Testi- 

monial given in full by Norton, p 71 
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or perhaps better, m solitude Along with the testi- 
monial had come a fresh set of piesents, with more 
cards and verses and books, and with a remembrance 
of himself which Carlyle was to dehver to Sii Walter 
Scott It was a pioud tribute, and proud he was to 
report of it to Scotsbiig 

I must tell you (he wrote) of the arrival of Goethe’s box, 
with such a catalogue of laiities as would astomsh you 
There was a biacelet and gold bieast-pm (with the poet’s 
bust on a giound of steel), besides two gilt books for Jane, 
and for the husband I know not how many veises and cards 
and beautiful volumes, the whole mapped in about half a 
quue of Geiinan newspapeis Sii Waltei Scott’s medals are 
not yet dehveied, the baionet being at present m London , 
but I have written to him announcing what lies heie for his 
acceptance, and m some week oi two I cannot but expect 
that I shall speak with the gieat man and, having dehvered 
my commission, wish him good moimng To Goethe I have 
aheady written to thank him foi such kindness 

This was the last of Comely Bank A few days later 
the Carlyles weie gone to the Dumfuesshiie moorland 
where for seven yeais was now to be then dwelling- 
place Cailyle never spoke to Scott, as he hoped to do , 
por did Sii Walter even acknowledge his letter It 
seems that the medals and the letter to Scott from 
Goethe were entrusted to Wilson, by whom, or by 
Jeffrey, they were delivered to Scott on the arrrval of 
the latter soon after in Edinbmgh Caxlyle’s letter, of 
which Wilson had also taken chaige, was peihaps for- 
gotten* by him 
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